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By the Right Honourable DA vip Lord Viſcount 
STORMON T, B. A. Student of Ch. Ch. 


Written at Paris. 


ITTLE I whilom deem'd, my artleſs zeal 
Should woo the Britiſh Muſe in foreign land 
To ſtrains of bitter argument, and teach 
The mimic Nymph, that haunts the winding verge 
And oozy current of Pariſian Seine, 
To ſyllable new ſounds in accent ftrange. 

But ſad occaſion calls : who now forbears 
The laſt kind office ? who but conſecrates 8 
His off ring at the ſhrine of fair Renown __ 
To gracious F&EDERICK rais'd ; tho' but compos d 
Of the waſte flourets, whoſe neglected hues | 
Chequer the lonely hedge, or mountain ſlope ? 

Where are thoſe hopes, where fled th' illuſive ſcenes 
That forgefal Fancy plan'd, what time the bark 

Az | Stem d 
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Stem'd the ſalt wave from Albion's chalky bourn ? 
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Then filial Piety and parting Love 

Pour'd the fond pray'r; Farewell, ye leſs'ning cliffs, 
Fairer to me, than ought in fabled ſong 

« Or myſtic record told of ſhores Atlantic! 

« Favour'd of heav'n, farewell ! imperial iſle, 

« Native to nobleſt wits, and beſt approv'd 

In manly ſcience, and advent'rous deed ! 

« Celeſtial Freedom, by rude hand eftrang'd 

« From regions once frequented, with Thee takes 

« Her ſtedfaſt ſtation, faſt beſide the throne 

« Of ſcepter'd Rule, and there her ſtate maintains 
« Tn ſocial concord, and harmonious love. 

«« 'Theſe bleſſings ſtill be thine, nor medling fiend 

« Stir in your buſy ſtreets foul Faction's roar ; 

« Still thrive your growing works, and gales propitious 
« Viſit your ſons who ride the watry waſte; 


4 And ſtill be heard from forth your gladſome bow'rs 


« Shrill tabor-pipes, and ev'ry peaceful ſound. 
« Nor vain the wiſh, while Gzoxce the golden ſcale 


* With ſteady prudence holds, and temp'rate ſway. 


& And when his courſe of earthly honour's run, 

« With lenient hand ſhall Fx EDERICE ſooth your care, 
« Rich in each princely quality, mature 

& In years, and happieſt in nuptial choice. 

& Thence too ariſe new hopes, a playful troop 

& Circles his hearth, ſweet pledges of that bed, 

% Which Faith, and Joy, and thouſand Virtues guard. 
&« His be the care t' inform their ductile minds 

ce With worthieſt thoughts, and point the ways of honour. 


% How often ſhall he hear with freſn delight 


Their earneſt tales, or watch their riſing paſſions 
« With 


- 
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« With timorous attention; then ſhall tell 
« Of juſtice, fortitude, and public weal, 
* And oft the while each rigid precept ſmooth 
With winning tokens of parental love! 

Thus my o'erweening heart the ſecret ſtores 
O: Britain's hope explor'd, while my ftrain'd ſight 
Purſued her fading hills, till wrapt in miſt 
They gently ſunk behind the ſwelling tide. 
Nor ſlept thoſe thoughts, whene'er in other climes 
I mark'd the cruel waſte of foul oppreſſion, 
Saw nobleſt ſpirits, and goodlieſt faculties, 
To vaſlalage and loathſome ſervice bound. 
Then conſcious preference roſe ; then northward turn'd 
My eye, to gratulate my natal foil. 
How have I chid with froward eagerneſs 
Each veering blaſt, that from my hand witheld 
The well-known characters of ſome lov'd friend, 
Tho' diſtant not unmindful ? Still I learn'd 
Delighted, what each patriot plan devis'd 
Of arts, or glory, or diffuſive commerce, 
Nor wanted its endearment every tale 
Of lighteſt import. But oh! heavy change, 
What notices come now? Diſtracted ſcenes 
Of helpleſs ſorrow, ſolemn ſad accounts; 
How fair AvcusTa watch'd the weary night 
Tending the bed of anguiſh; how great GEorGB- 
Wept with his infant progeny around ; 
How heav'd the orphan's and the widow's ſigh, 
That follow'd Fr:teverICK to his filent tomb. 

For well was FzEeverick lov'd, and well deſery'd : 
His voice was ever ſweet, and on his ſteps 


Attended ever the alluring grace - 
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OXFORD VERS ES. 
Of gentle lowlineſs and ſocial zeal. 

Him ſhall remember oft the labour d hind, 
Relating to his mates each caſual act 

Of courteous bounty. Him th' artificer, 
Plying the varied woof in ſullen ſadneſs, 
Tho' wont to carol many a ditty ſweet. 


Soon too the mariner, who many moons 


Has counted, beating ſtill the foamy ſurge, 
And treads at laſt the wiſh'd-for beach, ſhall ſtand 
Appall'd at the ſad tale, and ſoon ſhall ſteal 
Down his rough cheek th' involuntary tear. 

Be this our ſolace yet; all is not dead; 


The bright memorial lives: from his example 


Shall Hymen trim his torch, domeſtic praiſe 
Be countenanc'd, and virtue fairer ſhew. 

In age fucceeding when another GEOROE, 
To ratify ſome weighty ordinance 

Of Britain's peers conven'd, ſhall paſs beſide 


Thoſe hallow'd ſpires, whoſe gloomy vaults encloſe, 


Shrouded in ſleep, pale rows of ſcepter'd kings, 

Oft to his ſenſe the ſweet paternal voice 

And long-remembred features ſhall return; 

Then ſhall his generous breaſt be new inflam'd 

To acts of higheſt worth and honeſt fame. 
Theſe plaintive ſtrains, from ALs1ox far away, 

J lonely meditate at even-tide; 

Nor {kill 'd nor ſtudious of the raptur'd lay, 

But ſtill rememb'ring oft the magic ſounds, 

Well-meaſur'd to the chime of Dorian lute 

Or paſt'ral ſtop, which erſt I lov'd to hear 

On Is is' broider'd mead, where dips by fits 

The ſtooping oſier in her haſty ſtream, 


Hail 
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Hail WolsEx's ſpacious dome | hail, ever-fam'd | 
For faithful nurture and truth's ſacred lore, 8 
Much honour'd parent! You my duteous zeal 
Accept, if haply in thy laureat wreath 
You deign to interweave this humble ſong. 


By the Honourable 


FREDERICK NoRTH, M. A. Eldeſt Son of the 
Lord NokTH and GvuiLFoRD, of Trin. Coll. 


WW Hen, by the genial ſun call'd forth to birth, 
The tender corn firſt quits the yielding earth, 

And, gently warm'd by ſummer's timely aid, 

The ftrengthen'd ſtalk unſheaths the ſwelling blade; 

How blithe, how mirthful does the hind appear, 

His joy encreaſing with the ripening ear. 

But if, when Nature ſeems to bleſs his pains, 

And pours the yellow harveſt o'er the plains, 

If the black clouds ſhould then with ſtorms diſtend; 

The whirlwinds roar, the rattling hail deſcend ; 

Who can expreſs the anguiſh of his mind, 

When from afar he ſees the waſting wind, 

Beholds his golden hopes at once o'erthrown, 

And the year's labour in a moment gone ? 

Far ſweeter thoughts did BxiTain's ſons employ, 
Greater their hopes, and more ſincere their joy, 
When in their Prince they ſaw with raptur'd Je 
The early ſeeds of goodneſs firſt a iſe: 

As years revolving did their courſe renew, 

Virtue ſucceeding virtue daily grew, TW 
Till fruꝭt mature from the fair bloſſom came, 

And early goodneſs ripen'd into fame. 
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Then, BRTrAlx, 'twas thy hope with joyful lays 
To {ing thy prince, thy friend, thy father's praiſe ; 
Change, hapleſs land, thy numbers, and bemoan - 
Thy prince, thy friend, thy tender father gone. 
For He, --- In whom each grace and virtue met, 
In whom our joys were full, our hopes compleat, 
In whom we gloried, on whole arm relied, 
Our ſureſt ſafeguard, and our greateſt pride, 
Long to the toilſome paths of truth inur'd, 
Long through the dang'rous ſpring of life ſecur'd, —— 
Is fall'n mature in honour, and in praiſe, 
And blaſts the mournful ſummer of his days! 
Is then, alas ! our only task to grieve ? 
Grief, all we now can give, or he receive ? 
Shall we for all his worth and cares return 
Some few, ſome plaintive dirges o'er his urn ? 
Shall tears alone our gratitude approve ? 
And heart-felt ſorrow ſhew our pious love ? 
Ves! Tis decreed. For him our tears muſt flow 
Great our affection, great muſt be our woe. 
Her two loſt princes fated to deplore, 
Rome wept Marcellus much, but Druſus more ; 
4 If juſt the grief our ſires to Henry gave, 
4 If juſtly fell the tear on Glo'ſter's grave, 
8 Who will to FRED ERICE“'s riper age refuſe 
The deep-fetch'd ſigh and mel..ncholy muſe ? 
As worth un practis'd ſtoops to worth employ'd, 
As bliſs expected yields to b iſs enjoy d, 
To man compleat muſt early youth give way, 
And Glo'ſter's morning yield to FxEDERIcx's day. 
He ſcorn'd the laurels !awleſs Cæſar won, 


Nor wiſh'd the pow's of Philip's frantic ſon: 


Tho 
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Tho! brave, yet good, he choſe the better part 

To win with kindneſs, and ſubdue the heart; 

His joy to bleſs a people rich and free, 

Patron of commerce, arts and liberty: i 
With honeſt warmth to prove his country's friend, 


Averſe to injure, ready to defend. 


How juſtly true he form's his ſocial plan, 
Nor in the prince's grandeur loſt the man; 
How bright, unmov'd by pride, his goodneſs ſhone, 
ow felt our joys, and made our griefs his own 
Witneſs whoe'er the maſter kind admire, 
The tender husband, and the careful fire ; 
Witneſs whoe'er could want or virtue plead, 
Whoe'er was good, to merit; poor, to need; 
Whoe'er his generous actions kept in view, 
And their own life from that fair copy drew. 
Grieve then, but let not grief thoſe bounds exceed, 


By wiſdom fix'd and piety decreed. 


When God inflicts, ſhall fooliſh man repine ? 

Severe the ſtroke, yet ſtill the hand's divine. 

If for our impious frauds, our daring pride, 

Our luſts, our crimes, lamented Fxeperick died, 

Let us with care thoſe paths deſtructive ſhun, 

Nor call by fin eternal vengeance down: 

His righteous deed with thankful awe admire, 

Who took the ſon, but left the aged fire ; 

Left him to ſooth with gently ienient hand 

A mournful family, and ſorrowing land. 

Where Geokce preſides, can woe diſtreſs the plains ? 

Can flav'ry threaten, while a Brunſwick reigns ? 
Britons, whate'er ye owe to FREDERICK's care, 


Behold his offspring, and repay it there. 
| Tho” 
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| Tho' gloomy fogs obſcure the riſing ſun, 0¹ 
by The skies may clear, and joy return at noon. Fr 
i Your youthful prince to juſt perfection brought; Bw 
11 Each glorious leſſon by his grandſire taught; 0 
28 T 
Taught by AvcusTa every charm to pleaſe, Th 
1 Prudence, benevolence, and ſocial eaſe; f 
1 In each brave, virtuous, royai a& approv'd, Hi 
i Will ever imitate the firo he lov'd. | 57 
i An 
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By Sir Jo HN Davie, Bart. of Magd. Coll. 


At 

: Em 

N hell's dread manſions, by the iron cave Pp 

Whence black Cocytus rolls his lazy wave, Wit 

| And Lethe pours her ſad oblivious floods ; Het 

f In realms, that Chaos antient ſire obey, The 

5 Where Heav'n's loſt ſons maintain their empty ſway Th 

1 In tenfold darkneſs and Cimmerian clouds; And 

fi Death the tyrant holds his reign, | | The 

4 The child of Sin, and heir of Pain, A 

N And hears exulting on the dreary coaſts Frox 

n The fury's laſh, and ſcreams of tortur'd ghoſts, Diſe 

Gloomy fiend, whoſe ebon rod And 

Has pow'r to blaſt the works of God, And 

In ſullen ſhades and ſinful night And 

To blot the golden face of light; Witt 

þ Not hell's domain alone thy prize, W 
of But air and ocean, earth and ſkies. T 

Ty 0 b 

When clouds the wintry deluge pour, And 

{ When whirlwinds rage, and flames devour, Ah! 

When groaning thunders rock the ground, To « 


And ocean heaves the vaſt profound; ; 
Then 
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Then Death in triumph rides the waſte 
On northern winds, or Eurus' blaſt, 
From planets ſheds the baleful ray 
Whoſe magic influence fickens day, 
Or ſhakes from comets blazing hair 
The peſtilence and rage of war. 

Not ſuch in elder ages known : 
His priſon hell, tho' now his throne ; 
By adamantine fetters bound, 
And torrid oceans boiling round; 
What time the Earth with infant Morn 
At Heav'n's prolific word was born: 


Emerging from the deep ſhe ſprung 


In vernal radiance fair and young, 

With all her woods, and all her rills, 
Her fragrant vales, and ſunny hills; 
Then all that wing the air were made, 
That ſkim the ſtream, or haunt the ſhade ; 
And laſt on man efulgent flow'd 

The living ray that beams from God. 

Ah hapleſs man ! thy treſpaſs drew 
From yawning hell a Stygian crew 3 
Diſeaſe and Pain, and Sin, and Care, 
And Murder, child of black Deſpair ; 
And Famine gorg'd with human food, 
And War that bathes in crimſon blood, 
With Death, their chief, in evil hour 
To blaſt creation's faireſt flow'r, 

To bind the north in frozen chains, 
And ſcatter flames on ſouthern plains, 
Ah ! ſee his iron ſceptre ſpread 

To cruſh the trembling he!ples head! 


Behold 
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Behold his chill Gorgonian frown ! 
When, keen to mow the nation down, 
His unrelenting ſickle ſtands, 
Uſurp'd from Time's delaying hands, 
Adieu! Saturmian years of gold! 
Ye ſtreams, for nectar fam'd of old 
Perpetual youth no longer leads 
Her choral train about your meads. 
Where foreſts crown'd the mountain's brow, 
And vales with plerty ſmil'd below, 
Shall central fires exhauſt their ſtore, 
And ſeas, eſcap'd their limits, roar. 
Adieu! the paſt'ral field and grove, 
Where Concord dwelt and ſocial Love! 
Wen lambs with tygers graz'd the lawns, 
And lions join'd the ſportive fawns, 
Ah! ſoon the tyger's fiery glare 
Nor herds nor bleating flocks ſhall ſpare ; 
That tawny lion rend the lain, 
And nature's cries implore in vain; 
"Till Death, the fiercer foe, invades 
His gloomy haunt in woodland ſhades, 

Man too, miofortune's fatal ſource, 
At Deſolation's raging courſe 
Deſpairing, ſpiritleſs, amaz d, 
Shall feel the pow'r his crimes have rais d; 
And chill'd by care, or ſunk by age, 
Victorious pain, or hoſtile rage, 
In groans reſign his fleeting breath, 
And own thy triumphs, Sin and Death 
Nor ought avail the lover's fighs, 
The parent's pray'rs, and infant's cries, 


— 
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Nor wiſdom's, virtue's, beauty's charms, 
Mceonian ſongs, or patriot arms. 

So ſung the bard in Cliefden's bow'rs 
With ſolemn ſtrain at midnight hours. 
Unwonted horrours damp'd his breaſt, 

And woes impending banuſh'd reſt. 

How oft to ev'ry pow'r he pray'd, 

Each Genius wont to haunt the glade, 
Each Naid, daughter of the floods, 

And Nymph that loves the pendent woods ! 
Thee, Thames, the poet's raptur'd theme, 
'Thee too he call'd, majeſtic ſtream ! 

« O! as ye prize your Albion's peace, 
Her glory, empire, arts increaſe, 

Protect from danger, ſhield from ill 

The princely train. that grace your hill; 
And Freperick firſt, by heav'n deſign'd 
The future Titus of mankind !” 

The pray'rs were-vain——remorſeleſs Fate 
To narrow ſpace confin'd his date; 

And Death and Sleep the chief convey'd 
To Edward's, and to Henry's ſhade. 

Ah! yet, he cry'd, the Muſe ſhall fave 
From Night, and dumb Oblivion's cave 
The ſpirit, freed from cumbrous clay, 
And wing her courſe to light and day. 

O! not to waſte eternal hours 

With filence in her empty bow'rs 1 

Was form'd that generous gentle mind, 

By Virtues, Graces, Arts refin'd 

Or that unſpotted boſom giv'n, 

That ſmiling ſmooth as azure heav'n, 

Nor Las B Unruffled 


Unruffled ſtill by Paſſion's ſtorm, 
Reflected ev'ry Angel Form 

That erſt deſcended from above; 
With Candour, Truth and roſy Love; 
Mercy, that quits for man the ſkies, 
That wipes the tears from Miſery's eyes; 
And radiant Bounty, that imparts 

Her quick' ning beam to fainting Arts; 
And, dazzling to the human ſenſe, 

The Cherub child, Benevolence. 

Thou, Britain, hear the verſe relate, 
(Could pray'r and tears have ſoften'd Fate,) 
What wars maintain'd in Europe's cauſe, 
What empires form'd on Freedom's laws, 
What antient glories heav'n ordain'd 
To mark the æra FRED ERIcx reign'd. 
Then once again the lyric ſtrings, 

To hail the beſt of patriot kings, 
Had eccho'd conqueſt's joyful ſtrains 
On tþine, Poitiers, and Creſſy's plains ; 
And Memory's pen enroll'd his claim 
To GeorGe's, and to Alfred's fame. 
Thou, Prince, on Vict'ry's lap reclin'd, 
Saluted ſire of human kind, 
Hadſt ſeen, with years and honours crown d, 
The Arts and Commerce ſmiling round. 
qi O!] not by airy Fiction led 
Ai With Flatt'ry's charms to ſooth the dead, 
16 The Muſe inflam'd with ſacred rage 
Diſcloſes Fame's prophetick page: 
Since ev'ry copious annal brings 


Examples ftrength'ning truths ſhe ſings, 
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With golden chains of Jove and Fate 


Around your mighty fire's diſtinguiſh'd urn: 


OXFORD VERSES, 
And time confirms, and nature's courſe, 


That Glory ſprings from Virtue's ſource ; 
That ftill from kindred pow'rs combin'd, 
Fair twins of one immortal mind, 


15 


Are link'd together Good and — 


To his Royal Highneſs 
GEORGE PRINCE OF WALE 8. 


By the Hon. ALLRX Bar nus, Fellow of New Coll. 
Third Son of the Right Hon. Lord BaTavasr, 


A great Youth ! from one untaught before 

In all the ſacred ſiſters learned lore, | 

Theſe artleſs numbers, that unſtudied flow 

From the rude lip of ill-diſſembling Woe. 

Ne'er yet I bow'd before the tuneful nine 

To bleſs my verſe, and ſmooth the poliſh'd line g 

Happy, if now theſe trivial ſtrains declare 

A head unſkilful, but a heart ſincere : 

But happieſt yet of all the Muſes throng, 

If kind AvevsTa ſmile, and you approve my ſong, 
Yet not in my preſumptuous verſe be read 

The countleſs tears which ſad Britannia ſhed ; 

Not in my ſtrains what nations came to mourn 


Theſe weighty themes to abler pens belong, 
Too high alas ! for my untutor'd ſong. 
From the ſlow Cherwell's low ſequeſter'd vale, 
I bring domeſtic Sorrow's humbler tale, 

B 2 
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And at your knee, great youth ! ſubmiſlive bend, 


To weep the father, guardian, and the friend. 
Tho' death has now in nearer proſpect ſhewn 
The dazzling ſplendors of Britannia's crown, 
Yet lovelier once to thy delighted eyes 

Did the bright opening ſcene at diſtance riſe, 
When thy great fire with kind parental hand 

To his lov'd heir mark'd out the promis'd land, 
Himſelf ſtill leading on the pleaſing road 


Thro' paths of Love and Peace to Empire's high abode. 


Yet ſtill, bleſt Youth ! the glorious toil aſſay, 
Tho' cares perplex, and clouds obſcure the way; 
AvevsrTa's prudent hand ſhall full ſuſtain 
With all Cornelia's care her filial train, 

And Britain's ſans in future annals trace 
More virtuous Gracchi in her royal race. 


But chief ſhall Harcourt wiſe, polite and juſt, | 


Embrace with conſcious pride his honour d truſt ; 
Call'd by his awful ſovereign's gracious voice 
To fix on Honour's cauſe the early choice, 

To form thy mind on Wiſdom's glorious plan, - 
And lead thy riſing virtues up to man: - 

| Pleas'd to behold thy quick-advancing ſqul 
Outſtrip unactive Precept's ſober rule, 
And glowing with impatient zeal aſpire 
To reach the virtues of thy royal fire, 

That conſcious Britain in thy future reign 


May own, that Fxeperick did not live-in vain. 


To 


de. 


| 1 Lluſtrious mourner, beautiful in tears, 


I ſee the tears ſoft- ſtreaming from your eye. 
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To the PRINCESS of WALES. 


By Sir LamBERT BLACKWELL, Baronet, 
of Queen's College. 


By Nature and the Graces form'd alone: 
To ſwell a nation's hopes, diſperſe its fears,- 
To grace a ſcepter, dignify a throne; 


AvcgusTa! O forgive us while we ſing ; 
The Muſes are deſerted: you ſupply 
A nobler tribute than the-Muſes' ſpring : ——— 


Lamented Prince !-——In rural Chefden's grove, . 
With ſoul to thine attun'd, He led the hours, 

To Nature. ſacred and connubial Love 

How ſweet the walks, and how belov'd the bow'rs?: 


But ah! they charm no more, no more invite; 
Wither the bow'rs, the walks forget their green, 
The groves in dreary ſadneſs pain the fight, 

And ſigh the princeſs, whom they hap'd a queen. 


What heav'n has will'd, all-gracious heav'n, be done! 

In Fate's eternal book our doom 1s read : | 

A prince is now extinguiſn'd, now a ſun: 

The ſun muſt die, and FRED ERI cx is dead. 
„ 
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Yet truſt the Muſe, who ſcorns a hope or fear; 
Since Glo'ſter's aſhes ſanctify'd her verſe, 
Ne'er Oxford felt a ſorrow more ſincere, 

Than now, lamenting o'er his honour'd hearſe. 


He lov'd the Muſe: For Pope reliev'd his hours, 
And with melodious magic ſweetly charm'd ; 

And Thomſon, Nature's painter, ſpread his flow'rs 
With more than Titian's glowing colours warm'd. 


Had they——but Death involves in gloomy ſhade 
Their laurell'd brows !—his virtues ſtill had ſhone 
With colours rounded, never taught to fade, 

More royal in their lines, than on a throne. 


| For ſacred poets, by. a myſtic pow'r, 

+ Lords of eternity] but drawn the pen, 
And lo! the favourites of the tuneful bow'r 
Refine- to er who before were men. 
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To his Royal Hiskneſs Prince GEORG. 
By M. CHoLMELEy, Fell. of Magd. Coll. 


s RV Britain fills with ſtreams of tears her urn, 
9 Shall the land grieve, and not the prophets mourn 1? 
| 4; * Whilſt every face the fatal blackneſs wears; 

Shall theſe moſt feel, and yet withhold their tears? 
Oh, this be never ſaid ! but rather ſay, 

* pay their ſorrows in 2 nobleſt way. 


r 
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As ſome rich veſſel, juſt her voyage gain'd, 
The ſailors pleas'd to ſee their hopes attain'd, 
By fates unſeen is ſtranded on the coaſt, 
And all, except ſome few choice ingots, loſt ; 
Their buſy griefs employ'd on what remains; 
No time to dwell upon the periſh'd gains : 
So we----your nation are the ſhipwreck'd here; 
You, our great treaſure, and our ardent care. 
"Tis not the cluſter'd titles, garter'd pride; 
Our royal loſs can ne'er be ſo ſupply'd. d 
Goodneſs alone the drooping heart muſt chear ; 


By growing hopes to eaſe your country's fear; 

And give a blefling back for every tear. 

To turn you to the pattern on the throne ; 

And ſtudy there the duties of a crown. 

Each regal virtue in that glaſs to view , 

And learn the end of greatneſs, not the ſnew. 

Plac'd, like the ſerpent, for the public eye, 

To heal the plague of ſorrow ere we die, 

To let no whiſpers draw your youth aſide z 

But be his great experience ſtill your guide. 

To hear with rev'rence, and with haſte obey ; 

And teach your ſubjects by yourſelf the way. 

So jewellers their curious ſtones refine, 

Setting their luſtre by the kindred mine. 

The roll you will not tear, young prince, purſue, 

Love for the dead becomes a zeal for you. 

2 Dead, did we ſay ? but not to be forgot 
O worthleſs greatneſs, that muſt be thy lot! 
His goodneſs iſſu' d with ſo free a grant, 
'The only fear was, royalty ſhould want, 
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Like light he bleſs'd, and quick'ned like the heat ;: 
The ſmalleſt plant was cheriſh'd with the great. 
Aſk of each Charity, ſhe'll weep and own, 
The father loſt was her's, not yours alone. 
Bleſt ſhade, farewell! tears the beſt altars raiſe ; 

At home the faireſt monument of praiſe. 
Soon our plain lines the nice diſdain will leave; 
Your laurell'd fon a nobler fame ſhall give. 
S _ When ſcepter'd kings around ſhall view his worth, 

- They'll talk of thee, who gave ſuch virtues birth. 


Like odours mixing the perfumes they give; 
Think on your father's death---like GEOROE, tolive. 
For what to copy him can more inflame, 
Than the vaſt love pour'd out on FxBDRRICk's name? 
No adverſe tryals you have need to fear; 
T wo royal bleſſings ſtill ſupport you here, 
'The third that's gone will turn your guardian there. ; 
- Your maſter to his own wiſe purpoſe leave; 
Favourite to heav'n you are in what you have. 
When crouds expectant flock'd around the fire, 
& 7} Waiting to ſee the jewiſh youth expire, 
S *} Tho' three, which heav'n did for its choſen own, 
Ihe angels kept to ſave them, were but one, 


O prince, theſe great examples now receive; p 


 _ 
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By JAMES ForTESCUE, D. D. Fellow of 


Exeter Coll, 


2 droops the Muſe? Why ſilent are the lays, 
Which erſt ſymphonious to the voice of mirth 

Reſounded FrxeperIck's name ? Why fault' ring ſpeaks 

Each tuneful tongue, late prompt to ſing of joy ? 


Why languid ſhines the ſun? Why ſcreaming fly 


'The birds portentous ? In the vault of heaven 


Why ſhroud their leſs'ning lights yon ſtarry worlds ? 


Veil, veil, Britannia, hide thy faded honours, 
Now mouldering into duft, See where the ſtar, 
That reign'd propitious at his natal hour, 
Has ſadden'd all the year ? | 

Alas! that not his heavenly princeſs' tears, 


Nor yet thoſe babes, thoſe pledges of their loves, 
The faireſt flow'rs in all Britannia's ſoil, 


Nor yet his ſire's, nor yet a nation's prayers, 
Avail'd t arreſt th' inexorable doom ! 
Has Providence, to ſcourge a guilty land, 
Elanc'd its arrow, ſnatehing to itſelf | 
Such worth, for heav'n matur'd, too juſt for earth ? 
Yet ſtill in pity to our fervent vows 
The fire remains ; and may he long remain, 
T” avert the dreadful ills, deſponding hearts 
To animate, and bleſs this mournful iſle ! 

Nor grieve, fair princeſs, that your other ſelf, 
From tranſient pleaſures, only gilded pains, 
Is ſoar'd beyond life's ſtorms. —— His virtuous foul, 
By long experience train'd in Wiſdom's paths, 


Knew the true value of all earthly grandeur, 
N 0 The 
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The ſtateſman's glory, and the great man's pride, 
Thee only, and thy babes of. princely worth 
He left with great regret, yet with a prayer 
For Britain and for thee ; ſtill that allay'd, 

Full well aſſur'd his ſons in Britain's cauſe 

Shall conquerors riſe, and thou their acts enjoy, 
Bleſs'd in thy virtue, but in theirs o'er bleſs'd. 
For this, where ſcarce a tuneful voice is heard, 
Or flowret grows, advent'rous ſhall the Muſe 
Tune its love-labour'd ſong, for who deſerves 

It more than thoſe, the patriots of our weal ? 
Glad as benighted travellers to ſee 

The friendly lamp come dawning on their eyes, 
I raiſe my thankful hands to gracious heav'n 

In gratulation of my country's good. 


When rocks deſcend to. duit, when mountains nod 


Low as their baſis; need we wond'ring view 
The ſons of frail wortality decay? 
No; when the cyphers of exiſtence fink, 
They, heedleſs as they liv'd, unheeded die. 
But when the good, the generous, and the brave, 
The nobler ſpirits of etherial mould, 
(As ſuns bright-ſhining in the azure heav'ns,) 
As mean men bow, as inſects of a day; 
How are the mighty fall'n, alas! we cry, 
Thoughtleſs that they but diſappear; they veil 
Awhile from us their radiance, to illume 
Another hemiſphere before unbleſs'd. 

Yet FxeberICK's ſalutary deeds ſhall live 
In verſe, more durable than breathing braſs. 
When time's keen ſcythe ſhall level in the duſt 
Peaſant and prince, without a ſtone or ſign 
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Sepulchral to point out their mean remains, 

Still ſhall the turf lie light on FRRDRRICE's breaſt, 

And ages hence, as near Evander's dome, 

Shall ſhepherds blithly pipe, and ſing his praiſe. 
Oft yet the tender tear, the heaving ſigh, 

Humanity ſore-touch'd at ſuch a loſs, 

Will riſe ſpontaneous, claiming to be heard. 

And penſive as they walk, they ſtill muſt wiſh 


2 


That gracious heav'n, in pity to mankind, 


Had longer lent him to adorn our world. 
Oh!—Man, inſenſible of riſing ills 

Beſt hid by providence in Time's dark womb, 

Big with the hope of ſomething new, untry'd, 

Plays like a lambkin on the flow'ry lawn 

In the broad ſunſhine ; thoughtleſs what dire blaſts 

Fly peſtilential in the noontide glade, 

Which not a Wilmot with Machaon's {kill 

Can diſſipate, nor thine, illuſtrious Mead ; 

Careleſs what accidents may intervene, 

What arrows, pointed by the hand of Fate, 

May random fly, yet wound a ſacred breaſt. 

Fair as the faireſt of the blooming ſpring, 


Too oft a canker preys upon the root, 


OL when the pealing organ calls to duſt, 


And withers 8 the honours of the year. 
How melan 


holy-duteous to attend 
obſequies of one ſo lov'd ! 


Untimely loſt! how deadly then the pangs 
Of his lov'd ponſort, robb'd of all that's near 
And deareſt to her-----O ! the tender ſcenes, 

| Where 
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Where they ſo innocently ſpent their days; 
The laſt ſad ſcene embittering all the paſt ! 
Great as the ſorrow of his royal babes, 
Of their beſt ſtay bereav'd, of found advice, 
Living example, which beſt ſpoke the truth! *" _ 
Truth which the Stagyrite could ne'er inſtill | 
Into young Ammon----grave, religious truth ! A - 
Fit to uphold, and dignify a king ; A . 
Not in the dark, the melancholy dreſs = 
Of ſHureſt Superſtition, to affright ' 
Their tender minds, to gloomineſs averſe ; 
But in the amiable, the eaſy garb 
Of genuine Faith, Simplicity, and Truth, 
Candid Simplicity beſt form'd to pleaſe : 
Nor unadorn'd, mere cold and lifeleſs words, 
Apt to diſguſt, as ſpiritleſs, as dull; 
But wing'd with true ſublimity of thought, 
Lively ſincerity, a glowing zeal, 

Language perſuaſive of a well-fram'd heart. 
Rapt into ages paſt, when Creſſy's fields 
Enſanguin'd ruſh to view, th' embattled hoſts 

In his deſcripticn war; their little hearts 
With manly thoughts expand: before them paſs | 
Sages and heroes, th' Edwards, Henrys bold, } 
High in the rolls of fame, and far renown'd : 
For arts of peace or war; and beck'ning ſeem ' 
To call them forth to virtue : they mean-while i 
Hang on his words admiring ; at both ears ; 
Drinking inſtruction; kindling into thoughts 
Like theirs impaſſion' d, in Britannia's cauſe, 
One day to riſe the conquerors of the world. 
There great Eliza's form ſtands fair to view 
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Auguſtly amiable; th' Armada ſeems 
Vanquiſh'd beneath her arms ; here William fam'd 
For reſcu'd liberty and arts reſtor'd, 
Raiſes his laurel'd head : their raptur'd ſenſe 
Already ſees their kindred heroes riſe 
In glittering array ; and now they hear o 
Their trumpets ſound th' alarm---they ſtart---the fight 
They meditate, and dauntleſs ruſh to arms. 
Ere yet their minds were tender to be form'd 
By ſalutary precepts, well he ſtor'd 
The ſoul's void cabinet: example rare 
Meet to inform the flower of Albion's youth 
To riſe in arts ſuperiour as in birth, 
The brighteſt jewels in the Britiſh crown, 
More had he plan'd----but th' iron tongue of Death. 
Envying ſuch dignity ſhould long reſide 
With mortals undeſerving, call'd away 
His princely ſoul, and there Britannia's pride. 
Who now with friendly, true paternal care 
To guide their wavering foot-ſteps ; who to warn 
From Pleaſure's paths, and falſe-alluring charms ? 
Thou, Harcourt, canſt ; for ſay, who better knows, 
More ſkilful who, to watch each riſing paſſion, 
To train them in the path the grandſire treads, 
Framing their morals to adorn a world ? 
Norwich, tis thine to pour th' inſtructive beam 
Full on the opening ſoul ; its latent powers 
By exerciſe t' unfold ; the real charms 
Of Truth, of Liberty, of virtuous lore, 
Sole objects worthy of a Britiſh prince, 
With a reſiſtleſs eloquence to teach: 
This can alleviate all a nation's fears. 
C 
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All hail, great GzorGEt: this generous plan is thine, 
Thus to reform us, th' influence will extend 
To diſtant lands, and heroes yet unborn. 
And when (O very late!) thy nobler part 
Aſcends her native ſkies, Britannia's ſons, 
Oft as thy natal day, the day which gave 
So great a bleſling, ſhall revolve, will hail 
Thee as their father, Thee their common good : 
Fame ever-faithful ſhall thy memory grave 
In columns high, immortal as thy acts! 


By GEORGE SMITH, A. M. Fellow of 
New College, and Senior Proctor, 


6c 1 ſolemn dirge prepare What bard unſung 
460 Can leave the Muſes' darling patron fled ? 
« What harp, if artleſs, by meer ſorrow ſtrung, 

« Joins not to celebrate the mighty dead ? 


«© Why groan'd the earth of late? why ſhook with fear 
« Convuls'd ? thoſe herds why ſicken'd now we ſee? 

« Forgetful of the ſpring, why lagg'd the year ? 7 
« T was Nature, Albion, ſympathiz'd with thee ! 


« Ye ſons of Ifis, in your tuneful woe, 
« Britannia's wound, her hero fall'n deplore ; 

« My ſelf will publiſh it where'er I flow, | 
« And ſpread the mournful news from ſhore to ſhore, 


Thus ſpake the ſacred ftream, whoſe chryftal tides ; 
Thy reverend tow'rs, fair Rhedycina, lave 

Then leaning on his urn reclin'd, he glides 
Penſive adown the ſlowly-rolling wave. 
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Then dry thoſe fruitleſs tears, ſince thus to mourn 


OXFORD VERSES. 27 


At length, fit haunt of Gods, thy bliſsful ſeat 
Appears, O Cliefden, ruſhing into view, 

Cliefden late fav'rite of the good and great ; 
Then ſtruck with grief the God begins anew. 


O tow'ring palace, O thou ſacred grove, 
« Made ever verdant by my foſt'ring care, 

«© Where PREDERICK and AucGusTA wont to rove. 
« Within thy mazes, lovely, loving pair ! 


« Adieu, ye charming ſcenes, where oft I've ey'd 
The godlike man, adieu ye ſoft retreats; 

% Diſpleas'd I now behold ye as I glide — 
« What envious pow r hath robb'd ye of your ſweets 


« Your ſweets indeed remain, but not to me; 
« Your paradiſe is now a barren waſte ; 

4% Your heroe's fled, and charming tho' you be, 
« I, miſſing him, none other pleaſures taſte ! 


«© But ſay what nymph, in ſable weeds array'd, 

« By moonſhine ſeen thro' yon dark thicket gleams ? | 
« Tis ſhe, AucusTa, gliding thro' the ſhade, 

« Alas! is come with tears to ſwell my ſtreams. 


« Well may ſhe weep, full well her woe-gall'd mind 7 | 


6 In all the vehemence of grief complain; 
« Well feel the ſtroke which pierces all mankind, 
& I too could weep—but that to weep were vain 


« But taints the bliſs of thy dear ſaint above: 
« 'Theſe ſtreaming eyes to thy lov'd offspring turn, 
« Sweet, beauteous pledges of your former love. 
C 2 « Ses 
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«« See their great fire renewing in his race; 


« And whilſt they round thee on my margin play, 


« My mirror pleas'd ſhall their lov'd image trace, 


Their forms reflecting, as thy FxeperICK's they ! 


By JosEPH SPENCE, M. A. of New College, 


Profeſſor of Modern Hiſtory, 


AST War had ſpread his waſteful flood, 


And delug'd half the globe with Britiſh blood ; 


Rebellion next with ſo much fury reign'd, 
Ev'n Vict'ry mourn'd amidſt her triumphs gain'd : 
Vet, as unwarn'd by heav'n, our careleſs land 


Play'd with the bolts that arm the thunderer's hand, 


To punifh nearer the luxurious lord, 

Diſeaſe and famine, threat the wanton board; 
Yet till, with looſe debauch, they waſte away 
The night in pleaſures ; and in ſleep, the day. 
Th' Almighty roſe, to daſh their ſenſeleſs mirth ; 
And, to the centre, ſhook the trembling earth : 
A momentary pauſe their revels broke; 

But the fear vaniſh'd ſudden as the ſtroke. 
Greatly incens'd, yet tenderly ſevere, 

He gives this laſt, ſad effort of his care; 

The wonted trial of his mighty hand, 

Or to reclaim, or ſink a guilty land. 

Ev'n harden'd Egypt; long by judgments try d, 
Saw, and relented, when her firſt-born died ; 
Ev'n harden'd England, to reflection driven, 


Rememb'ring FED ERIC E's virtues, thinks of heaven: 


Divided parties now conſent to fear; 
And Faction joins her undiſſembled tear. 


n: 
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In all theſe realms of ſorrow, ſee where chief 
Avcusra ſits ; the ſovereign Queen of Grief ! 
What mighty anguiſh tears her tender breaſt ! 
What heart-felt pangs ! how variouſly diſtreſt ! 
Fondly ſhe counts his many virtues o'er : 
Then mourns her loſs ; but mourns for Britain more. 
Paternal Love, and chaſte connubial Truth, 
On her right hand, weep o'er the royal youth: 
Upon her :eft, the mournful Arts appear; 
And drooping Science ſheds the grateful tear. 

Our patron Saint, to ſooth the ſinking dame, 


With aſpect mild, like Britain's monarch, came. 


His arm upheld her, by her griefs oppreſt, 

Whilſt thus the tutelary Gzorce addreſs'd, 

And oft, in ſpeaking, view'd her with an eye 

Of troubled love, and gentle majeſty.— 

"Tis fit, AucusTA, thus to vent your woe, 

And give the burſting tears a generous flow ; 

When preſt with ſorrow, and o'ercharg'd with grief, 
"Tis from the eyes the heart demands relief : 

But, O ſorbear t' indulge the pleaſing pain 
Though heav'n's great king afflicts, he heals again : 
Again, he takes Britannia to his care ; 

Sees England's ſorrows,, hears your generous prayer. 
The nation's crimes, that wak'd the wrath of heaven, 
At length, for princely virtues, are forgiven. 
Then riſe, and be yourſelf ! — Beneath your wing 
Propitious ſhield this future patriot king : 

Great Britain's ſecond hope with caution raiſe, 
And turn his ſteps from Error's mazy ways ; 

His courſe midſt Pleaſure's ſoft allurements ſteer : 
A nation's welfare hangs upon your care. 

C 3 
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See, to your aid, how chos'n a band reſorts ! 
See Harcourt, form'd for friendſhip, and for courts ; 
Stone, learned, good, judicious, and polite ; 
Inſtructed by each grace, to act or write: 
And Norwich, ſkill'd to lead, perſuade, convince, 
Looks like a guardian angel on his prince. 
Theſe, theſe attend ! to watch his ripening years, 
T aſſiſt his virtues, and allay your cares. 
Yet, e'er 1 mu br ſhort advice be given, 
And well obſerve it, for it comes from heaven. 
« Mark, the true path to glory Teach his youth 
Religion, virtue, polity, and truth. 
* By the dine exemplar mould his mind : 
« Wiſdom, and goodneſs, with dominion join'd. 
% 'Theſe be your arts, and this your pattern be 
For godlike rule; an empire o'er the free. 
* All power to the publick good direct; 
And form a king, to bleſs, and to protect.“ 


To her Royal Highneſs 
The Princeſs Dowager of WALES, | 
By Wiltiam Dosson, L. L. B. of New Coll. j 


J. 
8 with perpetual horror lours 
The low-hung cloud: tho' gloomy ſhow'rs 
Now ſhroud the darken'd plain ; 
Soon, royal mourner, ſoon ſhall ſtream 
Thro' the dank miſt th' all-chearing beam, 
And bleſs th enliven'd ſwain. ö 
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IE. 

The north-wind bleak with dreary blaſt 
Awhile may nature's charms &ercaſt, 

And chill the womb of earth; 
But quick ſucceeds th' auſpicious ſpring, 
Soft-brooding with expanded wing 

To wake the genial birth. 


III. 
Thou, ſtill forlorn, thy bended breaſt 
With all affliction's weight oppreſs'd, 
Droop'ſt o'er thy FRED ERIck's urn: 
Nor doſt thou check the guſhing tear, 
Or when mild evening lights her ſtar, 
Or at the dawn's return. 
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IV. 


Did then th' embitter'd ſtreams of woe 
Down Anna's cheek, inceſſant flow, 
When Denmark left her ſide ? 
Or when the melancholy doom 
81 Untimely ſeiz'd her Glo'ſter's bloom, 
| Was comfort's balm denied ? 


V. 
Ceaſe, fair AucusTa, ceaſe to grieve; 
Heav'n claims thy lord, and bids thee heave 
No more the fruitleſs ſigh ; 
Reſume thy wonted air ſerene, 
And raiſe to many a pleaſing ſcene 
The long-dejected eye. 


* 
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VI. 
There, turn thine elevated ſight 
To thoſe encircling rays of light, 
Thy conſort wears above; 
Here, GREOROE's throne. eſtabliſh'd ſee- 
On pillars of fair liberty, 
And of his people's love. 


VII. 


Then view that lovely, numerous line, 
Sweet-blending FREDERICk's charms with thine, 
Begin th' important charge, 
Which the wiſe monarch's tend'reſt care 
Commits to thee ; their youth to rear, 

Their op'ning minds enlarge.. 

VIII. 

They by thy generous voice inſpir'd, 
By Brunſwick's great example fir'd, 

Shall wide proclaim their race; 
The rights, their fires 'maintain'd, enſure; 
Preſerve our laws, religion, pure, 

Britannia's firmeſt baſe. | 


To 


To MELANCHOLY. 
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By Foo TFH GO Ww ER, M. A. Fellow of 


Brazen- Noſe College. 


| H ye Pleaſures fond, and vain, 


Hence ye light, fantaſtic train ! 
But come, thou Goddeſs, ſad, and flow, 


| Who tread'ſt the ſolemn ſtep of woe! 


Come, and with thee bring along 
The penſive ſigh, and plaintive ſong, 
'The wrinkled brow, the viſage drear, 
The burſting heart, and ſtarting tear, 
Grief, that in ſtupid ſilence ſtands, ' 
And Sorrow wringing both his hands. 


Come at Horror's higheſt noon, 

When howling dogs proclaim the moon; 
When the ſcreech- owl tunes her throat, 
And lengthens out the boding note; 
When, from the ivy-mantled tow'r, 
Sullen ſounds the midnight hour. 


Sober-ſuited be thy trim, 

Thy waxen taper blazing dim, 
To caſt around a ſerious gloom, 
And glimmer in the filent tomb; 
Where repoſe the pompous dead, 
Where the mighty lay their head. 
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Hail, Goddeſs, hail! and with me deign 


To meditate. this darkling ſcene 
Its ſcanty limits, ſcarce a ſpan ; 

Its hoarded treaſures, wrecks of man; 
Reaſon, beauty, honour, birth, 
Loſt in mould'ring duſt and earth. 


Yet here, in mimic ſtate, muſt lie 

The glory of this nether ſky ; 

Whoſe awful brow cou'd doom to death, 
Whoſe ſmile recall the parting breath, 


Whoſe pow'r benign, with copious hand, 


Could ſcatter plenty round a land. 


The orphan eat his daily bread; 
He eat, and bleſt the hand that fed. 
The widow told her piteous tale 
The waſting oil forgets to fail. 
Her ſmiling offspring round her riſe, 
And catch the comfort from her eyes. 


Ev'n Miſery ceas'd to clank its chain, 
He charm'd away its ſenſe of pain: 
Ev'n Care cou'd blunt its ſharpeſt ſting, . 


And 'midſt her torments laugh and ſing: 


Envy unmoy'd could gaze at bliſs, 
And bid her Gorgons ceaſe their hiſs. 


The ſiſter Graces beat the earth 
Light, in all the maze of mirth: 
In ſaffron robe, and looſen'd zone;. 
They led the laughing Seaſons on; 
Cherub Joy, with aſpe& bland, 
Attendant on the decent band.. 
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Ah! Goddeſs, ſuch the halcyon times, 
When FreDErICK hail'd theſe bliſsful climes ; 
When, like the bird whoſe mattin rings, 

He foſter'd us beneath his wings ; 

And, by the boon of partial heav'n, 

To us the brooding warmth was given. 


But now this genial heat is fled, 

Fair Poeſy reclines her head: 

Sculpture inanimated ſtands, 

And drops the chizel from her hands: 
Whilſt Muſic, melancholic-ſlow, 

Can only trill the note of woe, 


And hark; amidſt the mournful gloom 
Slow winds a murmur round the tomb, 

Which ſeems to ſound in hollow ſtrain =—— 
This is Melancholy's reign. 


By James CLITHEROW of All-Souls Coll. 


1 on the evening of that gloomy day, 
When FRED ERIC, ever lov'd, and ever mourn'd, 
(Such heav'n's high will, and who ſhall diſobey ?) 
To earth's cold womb in holy pomp return'd. 


With ſullen ſounds the death-denouncing bell 
Proclaim'd aloud the diſmal tale of woe, 
The pealing organ join'd the ſolemn knell, 
In mournful notes, majeſtically ſlow. 
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The full ·voic'd choir, in ftoles of pureſt white, 4 
With frequent pauſe, the ſoul-felt anthem raiſe ; 
While o'er the walls, in darkeſt ſable dight, N 
A thouſand tapers pour'd their holy blaze. 
In high devotion rapt, the mitred ſage, B 
With energy ſublime, the rites began; 
While tears from ev'ry ſex, and ev'ry age, St 


Bewail'd the prince, the father, and the man. 


& Who, when our ſov'reign leige to fate ſhall yield, 
« Shall prop, like him, Britannia's falling ſtate ? 
% Who now the vengeful ſword of Juſtice wield, 
« Or ope, like him, ſweet Mercy's golden gate? 


« Who ſhall to Arts their priſtine honour bring, 
Rear from the duſt fair Learning's Iaurell'd head, 
« Or bid rich Commerce plume her daring wing ? 


„Arts, Learning, Commerce are in FREDERICK dead. F 
« Who now ſhall tend, with fond paternal care, Wit 
© The future guardians of our faith and laws? F 
« Who teach their breaſts with patriot worth to dare, Hig 
« And die, with ardour, in Britannia's cauſe ? V 
« And who, ah! who, with ſoft endearing lore, The 
« Shall ſooth, like him, the royal mourner's breaſt? H 
« Her lord, her life, her FREDFERICk is no more. Nor 
Deep groans and bitter wailings ſpeak the reſt. Ju 
Then, when at !ength the awful ſcene was clos'd, Next 
And duſt o duft in holy hope confign'd ; In 
All to their plent homes their ſteps diſpos'd, And! 
To feed on ſolitary woe the mind; Th 
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All but Lorenzo — he, with grief diſmay'd, | 
Nor heeding ought but FR RDERICE's hapleſs fate, 
Muſing along the cloyſter d temple ſtray d, 
Till lonely midnight clos d th' impervious gate, 


But when each lamp by ſlow degrees expir d, 
And total night aſſum' d its filent reign, 

Sudden he ſtarts, with wild amazement fir'd, 
And big with horror traverſes the fane. 


The vaulted manſions of th' illuſtrious dead 
Inſpire his ſhudd'ring ſoul with ghaftly fears, | 
Dire ſhapes, and beck'ning ſhades around him tread, 
And hollow votees murmurin his ears. 


There, as ardund the monumental maze 
Darkling he wanders, a reſplendent gleam 
Shoots o'er th' illumin'd iſle a diſtant blaze, 
Pale as the glow-worm's fire, or Cynthia's beam. 


With glory clad, th' imperial ſhrines among, 
Four royal ſhapes on iv'ry thrones were plac'd, 

High o'er their heads four airy diadems hung, 
Which never yet their maiden brows had grac'd. 


The firſt was he, whom Creſſy's glorious plain 
Has fam'd for martial deeds and bold emprize; 
Nor leſs his praiſe in Virtue's milder ſtrain, 
Juſt, humble, learned, merciful and wife. 


Next Arthar ſat, at whoſe auſpicious birth 
In one-ſweet flow'r the blended roſes join'd ; 
And Henry next, fair plant of Scotiſh earth, 
The hope, the joy of Albion and mankind. 


D Yet 
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Yet green in death, the laft majeſtic ſhade 

Wore gracious FREDERICKX's mild endearing look; 
To him the reſt obeyſance courteous paid, 

And Edward thus the princely form beſpoke : 


„% All hail! illuſtrious partner of our fate, 
« For whom, as once for us, Britannia bleeds ; 
« Hail! to the manſions of the good and great, 
« Where crowns immortal wait on virtuous deeds. 


« The ſame our fortune, as our worth the ſame, 
(% To worth like ours ſhort date doth heav'n aſſign) 
« As one our fortune, one ſhall be our fame, 
« And long record our deathleſs names ſhall join. 


« But oh! I tremble for Britannia's ſtate, *© 
« May guardian pow'rs avert the dire preſage ! 
« For well ſhe knows, at our untimely fate 


Ho heav'n's dread vengeance {mote each ſinful age. 


„The regal ſtaff aſpiring Bolinbroke 
« Snatch'd with rude graſpfromRichard's princely ck 
6% Loos'd from hell's confines, civil Diſcord ſhook 
The dubious throne, aud tore the bleeding land. 


« When Arthur died, imperious Henry's thirſt 
« Of ſubjects blood nor heeded ſex nor age; 
« His wives a ſacrifice to vagrant luſt, 
« His nobles victims to tyrannic rage. 


. * 


« When pious Charles in right fraternal reign'd, 
6 Rebellion proudly ſtalk'd from ſhore to ſhore, 

« Her laws, her rights, her holy faith profan'd, 
And dy d the guilty land with royal gore. 

60 Yet 
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« Yet ah ! may pity move relenting heav'n ! 
« Enough ſhe groans beneath her preſent woe; 
« Enough to vengeance is already giv'n; 
« Her FaEDERICK's dead;--there needs no other blow.“ 


Scarce had he ſpoken, when the bird of day 

Can morn's approach with clarion ſhrill declare, 
At once th' unbodied phantoms fade away, 

The fond illuſion all diſſolves in air. 


By J. HUCKELL, B. A. of Magd. Hall, 


O Yet a moment from the heav'n-born Muſe 
Invited turn the raviſh'd ear away; 

To weaker numbers hſten, nor refuſe 

Indulgence to an-humbler poet's lay : 
A youth, who never from the Delian grove 

Has dar'd to pluck the Iaurel's ſacred wreaths 
Whoſe breaſt no rapture feels, but what the love 

Of virtue to the grateful boſom breaths ; 
Who can aſſert no other plea for fame, [name, 
But that his verſe is mark'd with gentle Fxeperick's 


Yet, ye fair virgins of the tuneful quire, 
Who chaunt the ſhades of Helicon among, 
I call not ydu to lend your needleſs fire; 
The theme itſelf ſhall animate the ſong. 
"Tis FxEDeRICK's praiſe, and where's the breaſt ſo cold, 
| But ſuch a ſubje& can to tranſports heat? 
And ſo much goodneſs who can e'er behold, 
Nor feel his heart with admiration beat? 
So the bright ſun, amid the ſky ſerene, 
Affords the glorious light, by which itſelf is ſeen. 
1 But 
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But on her haughty foes the ſword of Juſtice drew. 
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But thoald each Siſter bring, with plentaons han, 


Her ſweeteſt flow'rs, and ſtre them o'er his tomb; 


Such mournful honours well may he demand, 


Nurs'd with whoſe care thoſe flow'rs began to bloom, 
Chill'd with neglect, they long had droop'd beneath 


The cheerleſs winter of a thankleſs age; 
He bad the genial breeze of Favour breath, 
And ſtill'd the ſtorm of Envy's furious rage: 
Fair Science rais'd awhile her head reclin'd, 


And, not deceiv'd, in him a lover hop'd to find, 


With tales of ſpotleſs love to ſwell the verſe, 
No more let bards to wanton fiction rove ; 

But when they would the golden age rehearſe, 
Seek here, and what before was fiction, prove. 
Th' applauding world beheld, with ſtrange delight, 

A prince the wonder of ,paternal care: 
The bridal torch was {een to burn ſo bright, 
That ſquinting Envy ſhun'd the dazzling glare. 
He liv'd, like Nature's earlieſt ſons, fincere, | 


And held the guiltlefs joys of facial Pleaſure dear. 


A boſom, that ſueh tender paſſions feit, 
To glorious Freedom muſt be found a friend; 

Freedom and Love together ſtill have dwelt, 
Their aid to Liberty the Virtues lend. 

And, not within the royal walls confin'd, 
He wider bade his eye benignant rove, 


With gen' rous friendſhip to ſurvey mankind, 


But look on Britain with a father's love. 
O'er Virtue's modeſt ſons the ſhield he threw, 


et 


In all thy ſuff rings Iſis bears a part, 
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Yet en for theſe he ne'er refiifs'd to feel 
The voice of Mercy whiſp'ring in his ear: 

Nor would have wiſh'd to draw the pointed ſteel, 
Regardleſs of the bended ſuppliant's tear. 

Not drunk with pow'r, he view'd the giddy height 
Of dazzling greatneſs with a fingle eye, 

Nor thought the wretched were below his ſight, 
Nor for humility himſelf too high. — 

Yet vaſt ambition fill'd his ardent ſoul, 

Not arms, but havpineſs, to ſpread from pole to pole. 


Quick to his name the grateful column rear, 

Let on its top the royal figure ſtand ; 
A guardian angel let the prince appear, 

Ober Britain ſpreading wide his bounteous hand. 
Beneath his wings let Merit ſit ſecure, 

And feaſt upon his ſmiles ſerene and ſweet; 
From her full lap let golden Commerce pour 

The wealth of ev'ry climate at his feet: 
While Iſis, by the hand of Freedom led, 
Fixes the meed of worth, her chaplet on his head. 


Bright partner of his virtues and his heart, 
Hither thine eyes, illuſtrious mourner, bend ; 


A friend to Britain muſt be Oxford's friend. 
This ftore of grief O think not to engroſs, 
Nor judge that Fate has wounded thee alone; 
We'll ſhare thy ſorrows, as we feel the loſs. 
Believe him only haſten'd to a throne, 
Remov'd from danger and ſecur d from care, 
Which thou with him again art ſometime ſure to ſhare. 
D+-3_ 2 But 
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But thou, young prince, Britannia's hope, on whom. 
For years of future bleſſings ſhe relies, 
O (as thou canſt) elude the fatal doom, 
And give again thy parent to our eyes 
As time thy growing virtues ſhall mature, 
He ſhall again in thee begin to live; 
Then think not what a loſs we now endure, 
But what a treaſure thou thyſelf canſt give. 
So make us hope, that not for our offence, 
But to reward his worth, juſt hea 'n has call'd him hence. 


To her Royal Highneſs the Pxixncess of WALES, 
By W. Pax k ER, M. A. Fell. of Baliol Coll. 


— mournful ſought the ſilent ſtream, 
Where virgin Iſis haſtes to meet the Thame; 

And thus the river-deities addreſt, 

While pungent ſorrows heav'd within her breaſt. 


« Teach me, ye murm'ring river-nymphs, to mourn |. 


*« Let the big eye pour forth its plenteous urn! 
* No greater loſs e er pious tears requir'd ; 
« No greater hopes have in one breath expir'd. 
*« From heart to heart alternate is the ſigh ; 


Her promis'd guardian falls; and Albion ſeems to die. 


« Her royal PaTron from her arms remov'd 
„Let Iſis mourn. for Iſis much he lov'd. 
„Lend me your fountains, all ye wat'ry pow'rs ! 
Ve Naiads, weep in all your dewy bow'rs ! 

« Aſk not why yet Britannia's cheeks are dry, 
Why tears their tributary ſtreams deny ; 


Grief © 


— 
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« Grief is grown ſtupid through exceſs of woe, 
And ſtops the ſluice where rivers ſtrive to flow. 
The hypocrite his feign'd regret can ſteep 
In floods of tears; the heart-ſtung cannot weep, 
5 If:s beneath a vault of dripping ſtone, 
« Sat penſive on her ooze, and heard the moan. 
« Britannia ſtands excus'd ; for tears, ſhe cries, 
“Are but faint emblems of the heart that dies. 
My Muſe in ftronger lines ſhall paint thy grief, 
« And great expreſſion give the heart relief. 
„My Muſes all prepare the plaintive ſong, 
« To mournful ſubjects plaintive notes belong. 
How gracious are the pangs of ſocial woe 
« But ſpare thy tears ! See my own ſtreams o'erflow ! 
« Enough of clouds !--ceaſe Albion, ceaſe thy moan, -. 
« New beams ariſe, — and bid Deſpair be gone. 
« For late, when nature was all huſh'd in ſleep, 
« All but the flowing eyes awake to weep, 
« Learn'd Rhedycina to the Naiads came, 
10% And thus began the ſage prophetick dame. 
« Weep not, ye gentle Naiads, for the dead ! 


Let living joys exalt the drooping head 


« Though Freverick from your fond careſſes flies, 
Vet ſee the father in the ſon ariſe ! 
“ See radiant glories round his temples play ! 
«© And his bright viſage is the face of day. 
« Albion ſhall ſtill preſide upon the main, 
« And Brunſwick's name ſtill triumph o'er the plain; 
The terror of whoſe arms ſhall Peace command; 
© And civil Diſcord envious quit the land. 
« Ariſe, fair PRINCE! thy grandſire ſtill ſurvives ;, 


« And in his breaſt a tender father lives. 


„Begin 


| 
| 
| 
J 
ſ 
| 
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Begin to imitate thy god-like fire ! 


«© Cheer with his goodneſs ; bleſs with all his fire 
« His num'rous fteps through hiſtory purſue, 
« And learn mankind in one extenſive view 
« With antienc days the preſent hours connect; 
c“ Cauſes the ſame produce the ſame effect. 
& In each great rein your father's ſoul. you'll ſee ; 
& And where the good aſiemble, there is He. 
« But this one fixt, unvaried rule you'll find, 
Vice is a curſe; the virtuous bleſs mankind. 
Subjects and ſov'reigns are a mutual crown; 
& And righteouſneſs the baſis of the throne. 

«& And thou, great princeſs, matron of our hope, 
« Behind the ſable veil no longer droop ! 
«© No more a widow—— let thy ſorrows end! 


„ See George thy huſband, father, and thy friend! 


« Riſe to the taſk the nation's ſtrength to rear ; 

« Watch with thine eye, and in thy boſom bear 
c Prepare to bleſs, ye nations yet to come, 

« The paps that ſuckled, and the fruitful womb ! 


„ Though FrxeDertICK quit thy faithful arms too ſoon, 


&« Let not the womb forget th' appointed moon! 

« Haſte embrio-infant ripening to be born! 

« Fly ſwift, ye hours, and bring th' illuſtrious morn ! 

« While circling joys the mother's cares beguile, 

And playſome teach the widow'd cheeks to ſmile. 
* Riſe blooming race, and form th' auſpicious train! 

* Command Britannia to forget her pain! 

* As your own trophies wide extend her name, 

Ve lively omens of her future fame 

“ Henrys and Edwards live again in ſong ! 

Awake the lyre, and Ciceronian tongue! 


* "'T'Wl- - 
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« Till Time ſhall own, the heroes of this line 
The firſt in luſtre through his annals ſhine ! 

« From this great ſtem the brighteſt glory ſprings, 
&« That decorates the long records of kings.“ 

Thus Rhedycina ſang ; each river-nymph 
Dried from her bright'ning eyes the pearly lymph. 
On Ifis' banks no more Britannia mourn'd; 

But to her ſeat of empire quick return'd : 
There ſhe the weighty book of Fate unfolds ; 
A riſing hero in each prince beholds ; 
Anticipates the glories of her race; 
While Pæans ring through all th“ zthereal ſpace. 
Each blooming prince, that round the ſceptre ſhines, 
Exalts her triumphs, and her bliſs refines, - 

Thus when ſome ſudden froſt, Pomona's fear, 
Has nipt the open gem, and chill'd the year, 
Yet the gay primroſe rears its vernal head, 
And the ſweet vi let paints the purple. bed; 
Bright polyanths their varied gleam diſplay; 
All ſmile ; and nature's face again is gay. 


By W. Nzwcoms, A. B. Scholar of 
Pembroke College. 


Iſtoric Muſe ! from whom the page, 
That ſcorns Oblivion's feeble rage, 
And fires ſucceeding youth; 
That gives heroic acts applauſe, 
In breathing colours virtue draws, 
Fraught with inſtruc̃tive truth; 


Methinks, 
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Methinks, the genuine figns of woe 

In filent eloquence you ſhew, 
Majeſtically fad; 


While near, beneath a cypreſs' ſhade, pus 
Sits Melancholy, gloomy maid, pre 

In robes of ſable clad. | 
f Perhaps, with eager hope elate, 3 | 5 Tel 
To write of Fxeperick good and great, | Thi 

| You ſooth'd your flatter d mind, | 
Unconſcious of that baleful hour, | Thi 
That own'd grim Death's malignant pow'r, w_ 
And ſnatch'd him from mankind. _ 


Perhaps, by airy fancy led, | 
With Delian leaves you crown'd his head; | Her 

Or bade a ſtatue ſtand 
With naval trophies deck'd, and nigh 


In brazen chains old Ocean lie, — 

| Confeſſing his command. 

Or was a milder ſcene portray'd ? Yet 

Did olive leaves his temples thade ? "My 
Did ev'ry tongue proclaim 4d 3 

Th' aſſerter of commercial right, Such 

His country's father, and delight, And 


With each much-honour'd name ? 


Did ev'ry Muſe exalt his praiſe 

With emulous and grateful lays ? 

| Who now their lyres uniting, 
Or elegiac ſtrains rehearſe, 

And (fatal change!) funereal verſe 


In plaintive accents ſing. pant 
0 
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The proſpect, once ſo bright diſplay d, 
Tho' Fate has veil'd in envious ſhade, 
Aſſume th' impartial pen, 
Purſue the theme, and bid your page, 
Preceptive to the coming age, 
Record him FRIEND OF MEN. 


47 


Tell, how enthron'd within his breaſt * 
The Queen of Virtues ſhone confeſt, | 
Godlike Benevolence ; | 
That, like the ruler. of the day, 
Diffus d on all à gladiome ray 
And kindly influence. 


Say, Britain's Genius ſaw him dead, 

Her face with ſorrow overſpread,., 
Inſatiate of the tear: 

Say, round his urn the big - ſwoln eye 

Attended, and heart-preying Sigh, 
Daughter of Grief ſincere. 


Yet Virtue claims a deathleſs name, 
Nor aſks the ſculptur'd baſe of Fame 
Its faithleſs aid to give: 

Such aid Tradition ſhall relate, 
And, ſmiling at relentleſs Fate, 
Bid FRED ERIcxk ever live. 


To 


To the PRINCESS of WALES, 
By Tuo. PaTTEN, Gent. Com. C. C. C. 


ES, pious mourner, tis but juſt ; 

Weep on, nor check the plaints 'of woe, _ 

Flood with your tears his - honour'd duſt, 
Let earth, let heav'n your ſorrows know. 


Who ſhall forbid the bruiſed heart 
Di.iſorderly to throb and beat? 
Or who ſhall teach mankind the art 
To bear unmov'd the ſhocks of Fate? 


Then freely mourn the Royal Vouth, 
Untimely ſnatch'd from your embrace; 
In wedlock's tenderneſs and truth 
Pattern to all the Britiſh race! 


Mourn, that the mild, pacific throng 
Of Virtues, which. around him ſhone, 
Mounted too ſoon the ſtars among, 


Nor ſcatter'd bleſſings from the throne, 


Mourn, that his tender, honour'd fire 
Hath ſeen (the tender parent's fear!) 
Before his day the ſon expire, 
And wept, attendant on his bier. 


Mourn that the ſon, who long had known 
A parent's anxious, pleaſing cares, 
Felt in death's pangs his childrens moan, 
Their tears profuſe, their fruitleſs prayers, 


Yet 


et 
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Yet doth the Muſe the day fore-ken, | 
When Melancholy, loathed gueſt, 
Retiring to her gloomy den, 
Shall quit to ſwelling joy your breaſt, 


When he, his country's eldeſt love, 


From Harcourt and the mitred ſage, 


HFath each wiſe maxim learn'd t' improve, 


Which beſt may Briton's hearts engage; 


When ev'ry grateful tongue ſhall ſay ; 
This youth revives his father's fame, 
Intent to bleſs by gentleſt ſway, 
« His country's good alone-his aim !” 


Then ſhall you feel your heart o'erflow, 


Ftcel ra . your whole ſoul employ, 
All a fond mother's bleſſings know, 


And weep no more — but tears of joy. 


By S. Mos GRAVE, C. C. C. 


A H me! that fatę ſhould till with nipping blaſt 
The ſprightly bloſſoms of our hope deſtroy ! 


Which for a while refreſhing odours caſt, 


And promiſe for a while fair fruits of joy; 


But, while the ſeaſon of mature delight 
Advanceth on with footſteps nothing ſlow, 
Comes the bleak Eurus with unpitying blight, 
And lays their pride and braveſt beauty low. 
Did 
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Did we for this on FxRDEBRIcx fix our eyes 


With ſilent hope, and vows of love fincere ? g 
For this did our delighted boſoms riſe, 
The chearing muſic of his name to hear ? i 


For this did Britain, which with penſive view 
Had long beheld her foul degenerate race, 

(Sad proſpe& ! that call'd forth the bitter dew 
Of ſorrow, trickling down her faded face) 


Dry up the ſtream of her unruly grief, 
And clear her brow with miſery overcaſt ; [ 
Hoping from Faxeperick to obtain relief, A 
And by the future recompenſe the paſt ? 
He now 1s dead, and with him too are dead FI” 
The noble inmates of his princely breaſt ; 
Compaſſion kind, with acts of goodneſs fed, | 1 


| And warm deſire to make a nation bleſt. 


O grief! O gall of ev'ry virtuous mind! M 
'That virtue ſhould unſeen, unnoted die, : 
Ere it could ſcope for generous actions find, | Th 
And in the cell of dark oblivicn lie. | 


No, no: it muſt not in oblivion lie, _ 
Nor ſink unwept into the ruthleſs grave 
The Muſe, fair tuneful child of Memory, wy 
From Time's rude envious tooth his name ſhall ſave. p 


She, that with trains of heav'n-taught melody, Th, 
And fair examples of immortal praiſe \ 
Bequeath'd to merit and atchievements high, Nr 
Did his pure ſpirit to patriot virtue raiſe, þ 


Shall 
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Shall not be ſilent; but with pious tears | 
Snatch, what herſelf inſpir'd, from waſteful Fate; 
And, hung on high above the reach of years, 
At Fame's fair ſhrine her off 'ring conſecrate. 


By T. TouRnay, A. B. of Lincoln Coll. 


Nſkill'd to ſing, I take the ſylvan reed; 
As artleſs Nature dictates, I complain; 
And, while each bard laments Marcellus dead, 
Pour forth my unpremeditated ſtrain. 


Britannia pines, and in ſome ſecret bow'r 

S:lent indulges her inſatiate woe: © 
Faſt from her eyes deſcends th' inceſſant ſhow'r, 

And cypreſs wreaths ſurround her penſive brows, 


Much ſhe revolves thy fond paternal care, 
Thy well-direQted ſearch of honeſt fame, 

Thy duteous love, thy generous ſpirit rare, 
Whence unextinguiſh'd blaz'd the patriot flame; 


Far from the trivial tumults of the great, 
You oft with rapture view'd the buſy ſtrand, 
Where peaceful Commerce f:x'd her happy ſeat, 
And wav'd her horn of plenty o'er the land: 


The naval ſcenes enamcur'd to ſurvey, 

Where Thames impetuous rolls his rapid tide ;: 
And where Avonia's gentler waters ſtray, 

And 'midſt the rocky cliffs meandring glide. 
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52 
By thee rewarded, from the deftin'd ſhore, 
Our youth with ardour rais'd the ſpreading fait, 
Dr ply'd with active ſtrength the lab'ring oar, 
Or artful ſought to catch the proſp'rous gale. 


Bicft in thy aid they with unweary'd toil 
Regain'd a trade for num'rous ages loſt; 
And from Batavia ſnatch'd the wiſh'd-for ſpoil, 
Late brought in triumph home to Albion's coaſt, 


But now they mourn their hapleſs patron dead, 
Where view'd from far the domes of Greenwich riſe, 


Sorrowing for thee their pious tears they ſhed, - Th, 
And deeply heave their tributary fighs. EY 
With them each Briton will thy loſs deplore: op 
Thy public ſpirit warm'd the patriot breaſt ; ; Les 
Nor leſs admir'd, when in the genial hour Her 
Good-nature ſmiling grac'd the ſocial feaſt. 
In friendſhip's ſecret converſe form'd to pleaſe, He t. 
When diftant from the town's tumultuous ftrife,, W 
Adorn'd with all the dignity of eaſe, Had 
You trod the ſilent paths of private life. Pla 
| | I 
Bleft prince, full often to your honour'd urn =p 


Will Virtue's ſons in diſtant times repair, 
With emulation of your glory burn, 
And frequent ſhed the ſolitary tear. In vai 
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By J. EsTripGe, Gent. Com. of C. C. C. 


I. 
| 8 O now, ye potent rulers of the globe, 
Who ſhake and wield the nations with your nod, 
In ſhining armour clad, or peaceful robe, | 
Each to the wond'ring croud around a God ; 
Go, with the ſwelling breath of praiſe elate, 
And let your little breaſts with plans immortal beat. 


IT: 

Then to thoſe lofty ſolemn ifles repair, [lies, 
Where trick'd in death's ſad pomp great Fxeperick 

(The well-lov'd Fxeperick, England's high-born heir!) 
And learn how fleetly human glory flies ; 

Learn that immortal Virtue cannot fave 

Her darling ſons, but all muſt know the filent grave. 


III. 
He too, not mindleſs of the ruthful day, 
When Fate might round his temples with a crown, 
Had forward ſent his anxious thought to lay 
Plans for Britannia's weal and high renown : 
In vain : ſtern Fate had ſown within his frame [ flame. 
The ſeed, whoſe growth too ſoon oppreſs'd life's generous 


IV. 
In vain? O] no-—the Sovereign Judge above 
Deems not, as mortals deem, of man's deſert ; 
Fair actions claim the Sovereign Judge's love, 
While yet they bud, and ſwell the generous heart: 
Peace then, good ſpirit, go with thee to thy reſt ! 
The glorious meed is thine of kings, who nations bleſt, 
E 3 
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By WILLIAM Fane SHARPE, Student of 
Chriſt Church. 


H IGH on the forehead of a ſteepy cliff, 
Whoſe chalky top low'rs o'er the ſubject main, 

Britannia ſtood, revolving in. her mind 
'The hardy proweſs of her ſons, renown'd 
In antient ſtory, who in foreign climes 
Whilom gave dreadful proofs of val'rous might 
And puiſſance, when the flow'r and pride of France 
On Creſſi's ever-memorable plains | 
Fled, poorly fled before a choſen few, 
Brave Britiſh warriors, chiefs of fair renown ; 
Nor in the tented held alone expert, 
But in the milder arts of ſocial peace 
Well-principled, and of unequall'd fame. 
Oft would ſhe turn her azure orbs, and view 
The ſmiling plenty of her fav'rite iſle, 
Prime ſeat. of arts and empire: here ſhe ſees 
Full many a. gallant fleet, in royal ſtate 
Plough thro' th' oppofing waves their ſteady courſe, 
From fartheſt Ind returning, where the ſpice 
With balmy fragrance cheers the raviſh'd ſenſe ; 
Then turning ſhe beheld the furrow'd plains, 
Where ſturdy peaſants at their daily taſk 
Laborious break with brighten'd ſhares the glebe 
Scarce. yielding to their toil ; or with new joy 
Caſts her delighted eye o'er blooming heaths, 
Where ſtray the nibbling flocks, whoſe fleecy coats 
Enrich at once and cloath the populous land. 

| But 


It 
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But O how ſlender is the thread, whereon 
All human bliſs depends ? how ſhort its date ? 
E'en in the ſunſhine of our days may come | : 
Blaſts, nipping blaſts, to canker all our joys. l 
Thus, while the Goddeſs, gazing with delight 

On the gay landſcape, fed her glowing thought 

With riſing proſpects of eternal fame 

In future times, by Brunſwick's honour'd race 
Atchiev'd, ſudden an univerſal peal | 

Of heaving ſighs and echoing loud laments 

Awak'd her from her dream of fancied bliſs 

Too ſoon to end for Britain's other hope 

Her FREDERICK was no more.——Ah me! ſhe cries, | 
Was it for this I plan'd the deep deſign | | 
Of wide-extended commerce, that ſhould raiſe | 
In after ages Albion's dreaded name 

O'er all the nations of the peopled world? 

Was it for this, beſt prince, I warm'd thy mind. 

With early love of arts, that might adorn 

Thy empire, and become thy ſceptred worth 

Better than all the orient gems, that grace 

The regal diadem, and robe of ſtate ? 

Was it for this the rugged paths of Fame 

I ſhew'd, and bade thee, to be truly great, 

Mark well the footſteps of my favor'd ſon, 

My pride, my glory, ever-ſacred Georce ?. 

But ah! what now avail thy pious plans 

Of temper'd juſtice, what thy patriot zeal 

To raiſe Britannia to the ſtarry ſphere, 
Since, doom'd with all thy honours to the grave, | 
Untimely thou art fall'n ? For thee ſhall mourn | 
Thy once lov'd Albion, and with pious tears 


And 
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And grateful ſorrow, meed of virtuous acts, 
Do all due honours to thy lifeleſs ſhade. 
For thee each heav'n-inſpired bard ſhall ſing 

'  Melodious, and for thee ſhall tune the ſhell 
To notes of tend'reſt pity. But. O far, 
Far be all murm'ring, all preſumptuous grief; 
Nor dare O man, with fruitleſs ſearch t' arraign 
The hidden way of providence; ſince He, 
The ſupreme good, ſole author of mankind, 
Shall from this fruitful ſtem a ſcyon raiſe 
Of regal grandeur and diſtinguiſh'd fame : 
Who early nurtur'd in right gentle thews, 
And. by thy forming hand and pious ſkill, 
But chief thy bright example, beft of wives 


Train'd up to glory and to faireſt deeds, 

Shall ſhield his people with paternal care. 
Already ſee the generous youth appear, 

With native ſweetneſs and majeſtic grace 
Charming the awe-ſtruck fancy; ſee him bow 
Before his royal grandſire's honour'd throne - 
Reſpectful. Still on him; O goodly prince; 
Still fix thine eye attentive, nor let ought 
That Hydra-headed Faction ſhall ſuggeſt, 

Steal from his counſels thine obſervant ear. 


Belov'd, rever'd : and at thy dread command 
The kings of utmoſt India, laſt of men, 

Shall to thy ſtate their ready homage pay, 
And Europe yield to thee her ballanc'd pow'r. 
Then Liberty, beſt guardian of our' iſle, 

And even-handed Juſtice, pure-ey'd Faith, 


AvcusTa, generous, prudent, great, and good, 


Thus ſhalt thou reign, by all the gladden'd realm 


Uncon⸗ 


Fee 
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Unconquer'd Fortitude, with all the train 4 
Of ſocial Virtues, that have long adorn'd 

The bulwark of our ſtate, time-honour'd Gzorce, 

Faſt by thy well-fix'd throne ſhall wait, and ſhed 

Selecteſt influence o'er theſe peaceful fields ; _ 

Whilſt a long line of kings, from Brunſwick ſprung, 

To later times ſhall guard Britannia's laws.. 


_— 


The Txans of 1818. 


By JohN HESK IN, A. B. Student of 
Chriſt Church. 


I. 


N ſecret ſhades fond Paſſion vents her moans: / 
Then, whilſt each eye ſcarce checks the guſhing tear, 
Each ſtruggling breaſt heaves big with heart-felt groans, \ 
And on each louring brow fits wan deſpair ; 
Led by lorn Grief oh! heedleſs let me ſtray, 
Where muſing Melancholy marks the filent way. vJ 


II 


This gloomy deep receſs, from elamour free, 
(Where dreary Horror holds his iron reign) 
Ah! how it winds my thoughts to extaſy, 
The rapt ſoul rais'd to Fancy's magic ſtrain !' 
Now, now ſhe works,—and to my wond'ring eyes, 


By her ſtrong pow'r compell d, th'embodied forms ariſe. 


{ * Mark 
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OY 


III. 


Mark f by yon murmuring brook the ſtately Queen 
With flowing ſtole majeſtic ſweeps the ground: 
Hail, Is1s, hail !--I know thee by thy mein, 
Thy radiant front with riſing turrets crown'd ; 
All like to her in Phrygia's bleſt abodes, 
That auncient Cybele, hight mother of the Gods. 


IV. 
Faſt by her ſide Religion, pure-ey'd maid, 
Steps with ſlow pace, demure, and heav'n-ward looks ; 
Whilſt hoary Learning ſtoops his rev'rend head, 
Bending beneath a cumbrous load of books; 
Nor far ſweet Liberty bounds uncontroul'd, 
And upright Loyalty ſtands firm, yet calmly bold, 


V. 
Hark ! how with plaints, ſoft ſtealing o'er the ſenſe, 
The mourning Goddeſs charms my raviſh'd ear ! 
Ah dire miſhap (ſhe cries) which tore him hence! 
« Haſte:then, my ſons, and crown his honour'd bier: 
Let every Muſe, that drinks my hallow'd ſtream, 
« FromTime's devouring tooth preſerve his deathleſs fame. 


VI. 
&* Rais'd by his foſter care each generous Art 
Aſſum'd new vigour, with new luſtre ſhone ; 
Hence Poeſy with Muſic warm'd the heart; 
* Hence Sculpture form'd the animated ſtone ; 
« With glowing tints hence Painting deck'd her plan.— 
* Whilſt others mourn the prince, let me lament the man. 


1 


le. 
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VII. 


« In him a father long I proudly hail'd : 
„In him I fondly hop'd to boaſt a ſon: 
« Ah! flatt'ring hopes, how little ye avaifd !— 
« Yet GeoxGE may do, what FREDERICK would 
have done. 
« Then from your faith, my ſons, oh] never ſwerve jo 
« His favour to enjoy, ye need but to deſerve. 


VIII. 


« Still, as to Liberty, to Georce be true; 
« Your ev'ry ſtep while Loyalty attends, 
« Dauntleſs, where Learning points, the path purſue, 
« But chief Religion” —Hark—th' illuſion ends; 
And leſs ning to the ſight the forms decay.,— 
FREDERICK, thy name I love; thee, Is1s, I obey. 


By J. SamrsoN, B. A. Fellow of Merton Coll. 


\ Hile Britain's ſovereign in his royal breaſt 
Feels of diſtracting care the doubled ſting ; 
While with his own, or people's loſs oppreſs'd, 
He weeps a father, or reflects a king; 


What man of muſic in melodious ſtrain p 
Can ſoftly ſooth the bitter pangs of grief ? 

What fkilful bard aſſuage the monarch's pain, 
And yield his mighty ſoul a kind relief ? 


Faint 
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Faint all the force of numbers, force of ſound : 
Too deep alas! the deſtin'd ſtroke is giv'n; 
No mortal art can heal the deadly wound; 
The blow, the cure, proceed alike from heav'n, 


Yet may the ſons of Science drop a tear ; 
Some tribute ſure is due to regal pow'r : 

Then caſt a look on gentle Fxepekick's bier, y 
Repeat a dirge, and mourn the fatal hour; Fi 


When all the huſband's, all the father's zeal, 


The love for human kind, the ſocial mirth, (V 
The gen'rous ardor for the public weal, At 
The ſtate of royalty, the grace of birth, Le 
Remain'd no more——In vain AvcvsrTa ſighs, Ay 
In vain the babes liſp a loſt parent's name, If 
Whilſt manly tears ſwell young Marcellus' eyes, da. 
Marcellus, Albion's hope, the child of fame. 6 
8 / 
O Prince! on you may providence beſtow, « B 
| Whate'er it once to blooming Glo'ſter gave; « J 
Grant you to gain in youth what ſages know, « ] 
Grant early wiſdom, but no early grave: 4 *] 
And when (Oh, be it late!) you mount the throne, : : 
With Britain's wiſhes, and at heav'n's command ; 1 
Happy to find this iſle of arms your own, M. 
This ſeat of liberty, this patriot- land; - Py 
Say, ſhall the ſons of Iſis idly ſit, You 
On whom the Muſe has pour'd her charms divine, Pay 
Untun'd their lyres, and unemploy'd their wit, Wh 
Nor ſing the glories of the Brunſwick line? Eac 
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By BENJAMIN KznnicorT, A. M. Fellow of 
| Exeter College. 


Hat means this deep ſolemnity of woe ? 

The ſighs upheaving, and the tears that low? 
Whence theſe ? and why do plaintive notes around 
From Albion's rocks to Albion's rocks reſound ? 

What! is AucusTA has the pow'r divine, 
(Which twice benignant gave th' awak' ning ſign 
And made her tremble——) now ſupremely juſt, 
Levell'd her tow'rs, and laid her pride in duſt ? 

If not, and Gzorce yet lives—oh, grant it, heay'n f 
Avert that ſtroke ! years yet on years be giv'n | 
If Gzoxce yet lives, whence wretched and forlorn ? 
Say, Britain's Genius, how can Britain mourn ? 

is not Aucusta's fall'n; ſhe greatly ſtands ; 
« And GEORGE th' imperial city ſtill commands: 
« But hear, and tremble ! — Britain yet may mourn, 
« For Georce himſelf muſt to the duſt return; 
« I ſaw it written in the rolls of Fate 
“Then who, with arms like his, ſhall guard the ſtate 7 
« Oh! waft in ſighs, ye gales, from ſhore to ſhore—— 
« Britain's next hopes, and FREDERICK, are no more! 

How is the mighty fall'n! the great ! the good ! 
Mingle, ye tears, and ſwell into a flood. | 
Britons————be juſt to merit's laſting claim; 
Your ſmiles are glory, and your tears are fame 
Pay then the honours due to Fxeperick's ſhade ; 
Who lov'd him living, well may mourn him dead: 
Each duteous Muſe of Ifis deck his hearſe, (verſe. 
And our unruly griefs diſdain the common bounds of 
F Others, 
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Others, great prince, ſhall grace thy hallow'd tomb 
With flow'rs of language cull'd from Greece and Rome, 
Countries once glorious ! me, who, void of art, 
Boaſt not the poet's, but the ſubject's part, 

Deign to accept, preſuming to rehearſe 

Thy truly Engliſh fame in Engliſh verſe. 

| Ah ! what avail'd thy honours, mighty ſhade ! 
Greatneſs hereditary greater made! 

Nobility by virtue far outſhone, 

And lineal glories yielding to thy own ! 

With what mild majeſty didſt thou defend 

The ſacred names of huſband, father, friend ! 

While Arts and Commerce ſprung beneath thy hand, 

At once to ſtrengthen and adorn the land. 

Oh ! form'd to pleaſe and bleſs——but thou art gone, 
Snatch'd immaturely from th' expecting throne; 

Nor tears nor pray'rs reverſe the fix d decre 
But why theſe pray'rs, and why theſe tears for thee, 
Thou new-created angel? thrice forlorn, | 
Weep, Britons, for yourſelves ; for Britain mourn, 

If crimes atrocious claim th' avenging rod; | 
If Britons yet revere a ſov'reign god; 

With deep repentance own th' afflictive hand 
Heav'n ſtrikes the blow, and warns this guilty land. 
Ariſe, ye Patriot Virtues, brighter burn ! 

Fair Truth, and holy Righteouſneſs return ! 

Divine Religion, warm each Britiſh breaſt ; 

Reign thou triumphant ! and we ſtill are bleſt. 

GEORGE has not yet his race of glory run, 
And late may we behold his ſetting ſun ; 
He lives to fix the empire of the ſea, 

And crown his land with virtuous liberty. 


And 
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And now, Britannia, view with wond'ring eyes 
Thy future king from Fzzperick's aſhes riſe ! 
How clear the dawn of life]! how bright the morn ! 
What radiant ſplendors ſhall his noon adorn ! 
] ſee————l ſee his days of fame begun 
A third illuſtrious GeoRce, on Britain's throne, 5 
Far- diſtant realms to ſave - and bleſs his own ! 
But who, ah ! who, with greatly-anxious care, 
Shall guard, ſhall educate th' important heir ? 
Who ſhall the arduous ſcheme of glory plan, 
And great and good compleat the riſing man? 
Crown'd is each wiſh, and ev'ry fear ſubſides ——_ 
Tis Harcourt governs, and 'tis Hayter guides, 
While She, whoſe worth all Britiſh hearts approve, | 
Deſcribes th' unerring path to Britiſh love; 
Ana (for what thought can animate him more ?) 
Bids the ſon be————what FREDERICK was before. 
While Georce himſelf, with more than royal care, 
Cloſe to his breaſt receives the much-loy'd heir; 
Breaths thro' his kindling ſoul the martial flame, 
And points the way to Virtue and to Fame, 


By S. BRA BURY, Commoner of Wadham Coll. 


Hen ſome lov'd friend to man in all his bloom 
Sinks to the chambers of the ſilent tomb, 
Thro' ev'ry breaſt infectious ſorrow runs, 
And Nature prompts the ſigh in all her ſons. 
Lo! Frxeperack falls, Ev'n diſtant nations own 


The general loſs, and pour forth groan on groan. 
F 2 What 
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What anguiſh then muſt ſad Britannia know ? 
How pine dejected with her weight of woe? 
With wonder ſhe ſurvey'd, and fond delight, 
His worth exalted to the nobleſt height : 
She ſaw his ſoul by generous Arts improv'd, 
Dreſt by each Grace, by ev'ry Muſe belov'd, 
By Virtue's flame from Paſſion's droſs refin'd, 
Humanely wiſe and amiably kind ; 
And dares. with grateful warmth his truth atteſt, | 
She priz'd, and weeps him moſt, and knew him beſt. | 
But oh ! what more than mortal ſplendors riſe ? | 
What heav'nly ſcenes to Fancy's raviſh'd eyes | 
| (Sure, not illufive!) their gay charms diſplay | 
Beyond the ſolar ſphere, and milky way ? q 
I ſee thee, FxeperaICK ! on a chryſtal plain 
Recciv'd exulting by a radiant train; | ; 
Heroic fouls! who range the bleſt abode, p 
The patrons of mankind, and fons of God. p 


| Thee moſt thoſe worthies crown with juſt acclaim, c 

| Who toil'd ſucceſsful for Britannia's fame. 4 

There Alfred chief, by every title great, N 
Friend to the Muſe, and father of the ſtate. 
What ſtarry glories round his temples ſhine | 7 
Not brighter rays inveſt the Brunſwick line. A 
But who that prince, in modeſt beauty fair, p 
Whoſe laureat wreath adorns his flowing hair? v 
Britannia's pride, illuſtrious Edward's ſon, "2 A 
Like Fxeperick, form'd to dignify a throne: , * * N 
Alike their boſoms burn'd for honeſt fame, | v 
The ſ. eir merit, and their fate the ſame. p 
Approaching, to the new congenial ſhade, A 


Mild as in life, th' unbodied patriot ſaid. 
| | « All 


\ 


OXFORD VERSES... 6g 


« All hail, my dear Britannia's lateſt boaſt ! 
« All hail, triumphant on this bliſsful coaſt ! 
« O early rapt from earth's tempeſtuous ſeas 
« 'To theſe calm regions of eternal peace ! 
« What, tho' each milder glory was thy care, 
Free from the noiſe and ſplendid guilt of war, 
« Where oft the chief declines from Nature's plan, 
« And 'mid che victor's pomp forgets the man; 
(As when, ah! too ſucceſsful, I reſtor'd 
To Luſitania her tyrannic lord; ) 
« What tho' the plauſive ſhouts of public 8 
A gratetul nation's praiſe, embalm'd thy name ;--- 
What tho' heav'n deign'd each rapture to impart, 
* That warms the conſort's or the parent's heart; 
* Bleſt with each joy, with ev'ry honour grac'd, 
&* "That worth can give, or virtue knows to taſte :--- 
« Yet wilt thou not at heav'n's decree repine, 
« Since all its bliſs, its glories all are thine. 
% Fair Virtue's flow'rs, tho' nipt by envious Fate 
«© Onearth's cold ſoil they find too ſhort a date, 
« Warm'd and expanded in this happier clime 
« Shall dread no more the wintry blaſts of Time. 

Scarce had he ſpoke, when in ſublimeſt notes 
Thro' the glad air etherial mufic floats ; 
And ftrait thoſe bards appear, whoſe numbers flow'd 
Pure nor unwortny of th' inſpiring God; 
Who, while on earth, illum'd the patriot's fire, 
And bade the world attend their moral lyre ; 
No oft, high-favour'd in the courts above, 
With choral hymns ſurround the throne of Jove. 
Pleas'd they ex:lt the ſong to FreDerICK's praife, 
And charm his boſom with immortal lays ; - | 

2 Lays! 
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Lays J. ſuch as ne'er reſounded on the fireams A * 
Of Meles, Mincio, or imperial Thames. 

And could I ſing like him, whoſe living bay 2 | 


Beſtrew d the laureat hearſe, where Lycid lay ; - - * 


Then would I teach my artful verſe to flow 

Sweet thro' the mazes of melodious woe, 

Yet, tho' my humbler Muſe in accents rule 
Her glori 4 s theme advent ' rous has purſued, 

Yet will my native land her zeal forgive, 

That hopes beneath her Fxeperick's palms to live, 


By Henzy FLoop, Gent. Com. of Chriſt Church, 


0 it at laſt, preſumptuous man, 
It *vails not to purſue { 
The courſe of Nature's mazy plan, 
That ſtill eludes your view. 


Wherefore in one ill-fated hour 

Were all our hopes betray'd? 
Why was denied the healing pow'r, 

When moſt we aſk d its aid? 


O then, if ever, it behov'd, 
When gracious FREDERICK gave 
That head fo honour'd and ſo lov'd 
A victim to the grave. 


*T was then to heav'n a nation cried 
With vows of zeal ſincere; 

*Twas then the good Avevsra ſigh'd, 
And pour d the ſtreaming tear. 


It 
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In vain=—for Virtue's (elf attends - 

Th' inevitable day, 
The path of glory hither bends, 

And here th' ignoble way. 
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Then Commerce wept in watry bed, 
And clos'd her golden hand; 

Each Art reclin' d its drooping head, 
Fair Science dropt her wand. 


That wand, with which fhe erſt could brave 
The ſhocks: of Time, and guide 

With backward courſe the lazy wave 
Of black oblivion's tide. 


No more ſhall Cliefden's echoing glades 
In FxBDERIcx's voice delight, 

No more ſhall boaſt its ſpacious ſhades, 
Its lawns and tow'ring height. - 


That height, which, like a monarch proud, 
Commands each humbler plain, 
Till mountains vaniſh to a cloud, 


By Tho. PANTING, Scholar of Linc. Coll, 


Hr. Elegy, in all thy ſad attire, 
And paint the dictates of my ſorrowing heart; 
No Muſe I aſk my numbers to inſpire, 
He beſt can paint the grief who feels the ſmart. 


Soft 


ö 
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Soft is the ſtrain that love and friendſhip draws 
From generous boſoms torn by private woe, 

But for the public friend, for England's cauſe, 


In fuller tide the ſtream of grief ſhall fon. 5 
ö 
Was he not generous as the golden ſun, 
Whoſe piercing eye this nether world ſurveys ? 1 
Where ler he roſe, there Arts and Peace begun 
To lift theii heads, and feel his quick'ning rays. - Off 
| f 
In him the ſalior found a port ſecure 
From toil, penury, contempt and pain; WI 
Sought wich ſucceſs old Ocean's hidden ſtore, ] 
And fetch'd new treaſures from the neighb'ring main. Th 
| 4 
Born to defend and bleſs Britannia's iſle, 
He call'd forth every ſpring of joy and love; Be 
Reviv d her hopes, renew'd her priſtine ſmile, \ 
Nor ftrove in vain her commerce to improve. To 
| a \ 
Alas! obſcur'd by a malignant cloud, 
That riſing ſtar withdraws his chearful light; To 
Britain with bitter groan laments aloud | | 9 
The ſhort-liv'd bleſſing, raviſh'd from her fight, _ Fo 
: 7 
See Iſis, hapleſs ſtream, o'erwhelm'd with grief, 
Raiſe in deſpair her melancholy wave, She 
While her pale ſons deſponding ſeek relief, | ] 
And ftrey their drooping laurels on his grave; WI 
Fox 
] 
By Co! 
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By Ros. Lane, Gent, Com. of Chriſt Church. 


I* is not impious; and the ſtreaming eye, 

The heaving boſom, and theſe burſts of woe, 
Offend not heav'n : avenging Deity ! 

We own it juſt, while we lament the blow. 


When wing'd with ruin flies the fatal dart, 
Launch'd from the red right hand of angry God, 
Theſe tears, theſe fighs, declare the humbled heart, 

And not to grieve, were not to feel the rod. 


Be it then ours the cypreſs grove to tread, 
Where not a ray of light can pierce the gloom ; 
To walk the paths thick ſtrewn with mould'ring dead 
Where reſtleſs ſpectres nightly love to roam; 


To ſeek all uncouth fights, that nouriſh woe, 
To mix where- e er the friends of ſorrow are 
For Britain not a thought of peace can know, 
But mourns her bow unbent, and ſhiver'd ſpear; 


She mourns, but little can her grief avail ;—— 
He needs the pitying ſigh he wont to lend, 

When his breaſt panted at the mournful tale, 
And all the prince was ſoften'd in the friend. 


For with him dwelt, what empire ſhall not buy, 
Each ſofter Grace that poliſhes the mind; 

Content of ruddy cheek and laughing eye, 
And Peace of Heart, to ev'ry paſſion blind. 


Nor 
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Nor rude of manlier ſcience was his ſoul ; 
For to his curious eye Pædia ſage 
Bade Fame her myſtic volume to unroll, 
And give up all the ſtores of hoary age. 


And frequent flow'd the praiſes from his tongue 
On all of great or good was wrought of yore, 

Each chicf that battled, and each bard that ſung, By 
For Freedom's ſacred cauſe, or Virtue's lore. 


: 


Still wont the Muſes' Iabours to admire, | T 
Who give to Merit the unfolding crown, 8 
While his breaſt kindling at the ſacred fire Atte 
Made ev'ry virtue he ſurvey'd his own. N 
To Wiſdom's eye each fix'd reſolve of mind For 
Is virtuous action. She the Nine among T 
Bade wreath the crown his honour'd brows to bind, His 
And to his future triumphs raiſe the ſong. H 
They ſung him fraught with every virtuous ſeed Brit: 
[ That could the prince or father's boſom grace, U 
Each nobler purpoſe ripening into deed Wh 
They ſaw, and pour'd with joy the ſong of praiſe. V 
Their joy how ſhort! no more the ſeſtive lyre The 
They ſweep, no more his arduous deeds relate, A 
Faded their hopes, and damp'd their heav'nly fire : Thy 
They mourn in notes of woe their FR EDͤꝶERICxk's fate. F 


Behold them firetch'd all languid on the ground, 
Scatt'ring the roſy chaplet from their hair 
Amid the ſtream, and filent ev'ry ſound 
That wont to flit upon the buxom air ; 


Save 


Ve 
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Save ſad Melpomene's harmonious woe, {8 
Teaching ſhrill Echo's voice with her to mourn, 
She bids from heart-felt grief the numbers flow, 
And wets with tears unfeign'd the hero's urn, 


By GusTayus Guy Dickens, Student of 
Chriſt Church, 


8 (for why ſhould Britons wiſh to hear 
What ſad regret hath grav'd on every heart?) 
Attend. No private loſs demands thy ear, 
No vulgar prey of Death's all conqu'ring dart. 


For him, low-bending o'er her widow'd bed, | 
The beſt of wives ſtill pours her fruitleſs moan ; 
His children weep the tend'reſt parent dead, 


His fire the broken pillar of his throne. 


Britannia mourns through all her wide domain; 
With him her joy, with him her hope is fled; 
Who ne'er unpity'd heard Deſert complain ; 
Who through untrodden paths her Commerce led. 


Thou too, whoe'er thou art, ſhalt join her woe, 
And drive each partial paſſion from thy mind; 
Thy pious tears may here uncenſur'd flow, 
For FxzperICKk was a friend to human kind, 


To 
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To the Right Hon. ALLEN Lord BaTHURsT, 
By Ben. Pye, Civilian of New Coll. 


* round the throne diſtinguiſh'd poets throng, 
And pour in royal ears their favour'd ſong, 

Or in ſoft ſoothing lays their griefs impart 
To ſad AvevsTa's anguiſh-bleedingpheart: 
Accept, my lord | the fearful Muſe, who waits 
To hang the mournful cypreſs o'er your gates : 
Thoſe gates, where once her laurel wreaths ſhe hung, 
When the glad dome with Pope's ſweet numbers rung. 
Bleft bard ! who thus from toilſome life withdrew, 
To dwell with Senſe, Humanity, and You. 
But how ſhall this weak hand aſſay to touch 
A ſoul that thinks ſo high, and feels ſo much? 
Or in what ſorrow-ſtreaming lays define 
The manly tears, that ſpring from woes ſevere as thine ? 
When Heav'n's dread voice the ſolemn mandate gave, 
That call'd the hopes of Britain to the grave, 
Each conſcious heart in grief's ſad conflict join'd, 
Each wept the bounteous prince, the patron kind; 
The firm Protector. or the maſter dear, 
The gracious guardian, or the friend ſincere. 

him did Commerce and her ſons deplore 

prince deep-ſkill'd in each induſtrious lore, 
And thence, to future days of public gain 
Plan d wide ch' ambitious ſcheme, —but plan d in vain, 
Nor yet unmark'd by his regardful eye 
Diddl life's calm virtues paſs unheeded by; 
Still co his heart each private worth was known, 
For every private merit was his own, 


And 
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And when he died, around his ſacred urn 
Did every ſocial Grace a generous patron mourn, 
But chief he trod well pleas'd the path humane, 
Where Love domeſtic leads her gentle train; 
There with his filial tribe, and conſort dear, 
He walk'd with heart-felt peace, and joy ſincere, 
Pointing to future kings the glorious plan, 
Which forms the prince, by perfecting the man. 
Here, Bathurſt ſpeak, with what engaging art, 
Speak, for you knew, his converſe won the heart. 
For You he oft-forſook th' admiring croud, 
To join the chearful friend, and think aloud : 
Pleas'd to ſhake off the pain of pomp, and fly 
From ſolitary ſtate to ſocial joy. 
How would thy rapt'rous tongue with tranſport dwell 
On ev'ry manly thought, or mirthful tale, 9 
That bleſs'd the grave, or wing d the feſtive hours, 
In Lei'ſter's courtly dome, or Cliefden's happy bow'rs! 
Whether he reaſon'd high in thought elate 
On arts of peare or war's ſevere debate; 
Which for fair Britain's fame would beſt avail, 
The waving ſtandard, or the ſpreading fail : 
Or elſe with brow unbent, and winning look 
Of ſocial bliſs, and love domeſtic ſpoke ; __ 
While round his knees the royal infant clung, 
And pleas'd Avevsra's ear on each kind accent hung. 
But now, my lord! Adien the ſocial hour, 
Clos'd is the ſeene. Avus rA {miles no more. 
Sad, ſacred, name] by one affliftive blow 
Rais'd to a wretched eminence of woe. 
Look down in pity, gracious heav'n, and ſhed 
Your kindeſt comforts on her royal head; 
G Great 
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Great as her griefs her ſure rewards prepare, 
And count a heav'nly bliſs for every guſhing tear. 
To you, my Lord, by privilege of woe 
In ſad deſcent theſe ſtreams. of ſorrow flow, 

For next to thoſe, the ſofteſt ties of life, 

'The tender huſband, and the loving wife, 

The friend belov'd, and the companion dear 
Feels the quick pang, and pours the ſorrowing tear. 
Ah! little did thy boding thought explore 

The future horrors of this mournful.hour, 

When to majeſtic Oakley's honour'd ſhade, . 

Fit haunt for Gods! your princely gueſt you led. 
There at his favour'd ſervant's genial board 
With looks complacent fat the gracious lord, 
While gazing crouds with pleas'd regard attend 
On the kind maſter, and diſtinguiſh'd friend: 

In vain alas! the mirthful bowl went round 

To length of days with health and pleaſure-crown'd. 
Ev'n then perhaps pale Death his ſhaft prepar'd, 
And envied joys by princes ſeldom ſnar d. 
Ev'n then from valiant Edward's ſacred tomb 

A boding ſound pronounc'd his haſt'ning doom; 
And call'd hun ling'ring from Britannia's throne, 
To wear with him a more illuſtrious crown. 

Yet ſtill perhaps, tho' now he fix his ſeat 

*Bove all th' ill- judging world pronounces great, 
His noble heart with conſcious ſenſe may glow 
Of virtuous friendſhips once maintain'd below; 
Still to his ſoul his Bathurſt may be dear, 

In the bleſt character of friend ſincere. 

A name that angels hail, and ſaints adore, 

When princes ceaſe, and monarchs rule no more. 
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By Dan. Lysons;. B. A. of All-Souls Coll. 


T O grief unbounded tune the Muſes voice, 
In boundleſs grief if any Muſe can fing ; 
For which of all the Nine ſhall dare rejoice, © 
Or 'midſt a nation's groan attempt the ſtring, ? 


Yet Virtue's loſs exacts th' applauding tongue, 
And all the wiſe, and all the good muſt mournz 
Whilſt Iſis“ ſons ſhall join the weeping throng, | 
And ftrew with choiceſt flow'rs their Fxeperick's urn. 


For we!l we ween, that to the wiſe and good. 
His gentle manners ſpoke him ever dear; 
In whom expreſt each fair example ſtood 

Of public virtue, and domeſtic care.. 


Ah! where ſhall Hymen now among the great 
Point out the triumphs of his happy reign, 
The · conjugal regard, th' unmixt delight, 
| And every joy that decks his ſmiling train ! 


Or how may She, whoſe tender breaſt now thrill 
Diſtreſſing cares, reſtrain the mighty ſigh, 

Whilſt him ſhe mourns, who ſooth'd her ev'ry ill, 
And eas'd with love the load of dignity ? 


Nor ſhall his Royal Offspring e'er forget 
The fond paternal ſmile, th' enraptur'd kiſs, 
Preſs'd on their glowing cheeks, the tranſport ſweet, 
Whence flow'd the joys of private happineſs. 
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Nor did Britannia want his kind relief, 
Or was the patriot in the father loſt ; 


Each Briton was his ſon, and ev'ry grief 
His country felt till rack'd his boſom moſt, 


What though the horrid noiſc and din of war 
Ne'er echo'd to th' affrighted world his name, 


Nor orphans cries, or widows ſhrieks from far 
Fer regiſter'd in blood his ſpotleſs fame; 


Yet milder glories did his worth diſplay, 

The love of Arts, and Commerce' thriving race, 
And ſacred Learning's mind-enlight'ning ray, 

'That adds to ev'ry virtue ev'ry grace. 


And hence he deign'd on Ifis? tow'rs to caſt 
His fond regard, for well he knew what ſtores 
Of learned chiefs, in this and ages paſt, 
Had drawn their treaſures from her fruitful ſource. 


How oft along his Cliefden's ſteepy fide, 
In penſive meditation rapt he ſtray d; 
And aſk'd old Thames, how flow'd his parent tide, 
| How bloom'd each flow'r upon her verdant meadf 


And if he heard the dazy droop'd its head, 
Or lilly ſicken'd in the dark*ning vale; 
That froſts untimely nipt the rifing bud, 
And threat ning clouds breath d out th unwholſome gale; 


How would he weary heav'n with pray'rs to yield 
Its chearing aid, and ever far away 

To drive th impending ſtorm; and o'er the field 
In all its ſplendour pour the brightening day ? 


ez 
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And ev'ry pray'r was heard and (if from hence 

An earthly thought can reach thee) may 'ſt thou ſtill 
Aſſiſt, bleſs d ſnade, in Learning's juſt defenſe, 
And guard theſe happy ſeats from ev'ry ill. 


So ſhalt thou join upon the azure plain 

Our own great Alfred, and our Edward's ghoſt, 
Another guardian ſpirit ; and ſuſtain 

With joy thy. fav'rite charge, amid the ſhining hoſt, - | 


By CA. JenxInsoN, B. A. of Univ. Coll. 


AY, is he dead? that prince! who ſeem'd deſign'd 
To bleſs, to govern, and protect mankind. 

It muſt be true---ſuch general ſorrow reigns ; 
See o'er his urn each drooping Grace complains ! 
Ev'n Faction ſleeps ; while all agreed deplore, 
And mourn a common parent now no more : 
Words cannot vent their grief, oppreſs'd with ſighs, 
Tho” {till their voice, yet eloquent their eyes. 

Well may they weep ; a flower ſo ſoon decay'd ! 
So much perfection bloſſom'd, but to fade 
Bleſt with each art to make his coun 
Each royal virtue ſanctify'd his bre 
There ſprightly courage 
Join'd to that calmneſs prudence can inſpire; 
Yet form'd for war with ev'ry manly grace, 
He lighted glory for his country's peace; 
His thirſt of fame for Britain's ſake reſtrain'd, 
And o'er himſelf the trueſt conqueſt gain'd : 
He choſe in peace to ſhine—to either pole 
See by his influence active commerce roll; 
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The Britiſh ſhips thro? ev'ry ocean ſail, | 

And funds of wealth arrive with ev'ry gale. _ 

In ſuch unbounded ſtreams his bounty flow'd, 
All feel the loſs, for all enjoy'd the good ; 

Late on his ſmiles accuſtom'd to depend, 

The learn'd a patron mourn, the poor a friend; 
And ſee the plaintive Muſes how they moan, 

See how in Britain's loſs they weep their Wn! 
And weeping tell, how all that's great and wiſe, 
In the dark vault entomb'd with Fxeperick lies; 
How cold that breaſt, which nobleſt paſſions fir d, 
And ſtill that voice, whoſe dictates all admir'd ; 
Which e'en in death this fatal leſſon gave, 

No height of virtue ſcreens us from the grave. 
And haſte thee, Liberty, oh ! haſte to mourn, 
Join thy ſad Britons weeping o'er his urn; | 

For lo, in him thy great protector's flown, 

A patriot prince, who made thy cauſe his own ; 
Who ſcorn'd the with that lawleſs empire craves, 
Would rule o'er ſubjects, not o'er paſſive ſlaves; 
Harbour'd no thought a Roman might not boaſt, 
And lov'd them beft, who love fair Freedom moſt ; 
'To guard the weak, to grant th' oppreſs d their due, 
"Theſe were the fole prerogatives he knew; 

Scorn'd by baſe fear a ſceptre to maintain, 


Enthron'd in Britiſh hearts he choſe by love to reigu, 


But what were earthly thrones with all their ſtate, 
With all their ſplendour to a ſoul thus great 
Fic for a crown, whence truer glories riſe, 
He ſtoop'd awhile to earth, then ſought the ſkies ; 
Then Albion left his abſence to deplore, 


Hc——who ne er gave her cauſe of grief before. 
Ah} 
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Ah! how we dreamt our joys could never ceaſe, 

Nor Fortune's malice. wound Britannia's Peace, 

We hop'd each blefling of his father's reign 

To ſee renew'd in him, but hop'd in vain; 

Thought, he would riſe when Gzoxcs his courſe had run, 

And prince ſucceed to prince, as ſun to ſun ; | 

But now our gaudy dreams of bliſs are paſt, 

Our proſpe& darken'd, and our views o ercaſt. 

vet ſee yon Prince reſtores the chearful ray; 

That royal bud, juſt op'ning to the day, 5 

Shall brighteſt glories in his bloom diſplay. 

His infant ſports betray d a patriot's heart; 

And ev'n in play he choſe a Cato's part. 

Twas thus Alcides' proweſs ſirſt was ſhewn, 

His future triumphs from his cradle known. 

Go on, bleſt youth, purſue the paths of Fame, 

And bear thy grandſire's virtues as his name; 

With princely arts by Harcourt's care endu'd, 

Learn from his breaſt to ſeek thy country's good ; 

Britain ſhall then her wonted ſmiles renew, 

And think her FRREDERIck lives again in You. 


By Sam. GwiNNETT, of All-Souls Coll. Chor, 


N O more ſupine beneath the cooling ſhade 

To blithſome ſongs ſhall Colin tune his reed ; 
No more ſhall ruddy milkmaids lightly bound 
In jocund dance o'er daiſy- painted ground : 
FREDERICK, who lately ſhed his kindly rays 
On all our plains, and crown'd with joy our days, 
That promis'd endleſs circles of delight, 
Lo! veils his glories in eternal night, 
- Mourn, 
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Mourn, mourn, ye hapleſs ſwains, in laſting verſe, L 
Ye tender virgins, deck with flow'rs his hearſe. N 

But oh ! what colours can deſcribe, what art, Fe 
The cruel pangs that tore Britannia's heart! N 
Deep in a winding vale, with gloom o' erſpread, T. 
A grove of cypreſs rear d ĩtꝭ mournful nead; N 
And from a neighb'ring rock a river ſprung, H 
Which in hoarſe murmurs rudely roll'd along. O1 
| Hither the Goddeſs came in penſive mood, Sh 
And with ſad majeſty mov'd ſlowly by the flood ; Ar 
In ſable clad g her treſſes looſely bound, W. 
And careleſs lay her laurels on the ground. Ar 
Now on the earth ſhe fixt her awful eyes, - Ne 
Now ſighing caſt them to the diſtant ſkies, In 
When plaintive thus: Ah! what malicious pow'r Tl 
Roam'd thro' the airy void !—in that curs'd hour Sh 
What blazing ſtar deſtructive rag'd, and ſhed Ch 
Its baleful fires on FREDERICEk's ſacred head. An 
Oh ! may late times on this ill-fated day Th 
Inceſſant mourn, nor light emit one ray. in 


Then may no chearful ſounds enchant the plain, 

Nor ſportive Mirth exert her wanton reign : 

But diſmal groans die thro* the loneſome glade, . 

And the blue tapers mark the ſtalking ſhade. — | 

See ! where the tyrant Death exulting flies, By 

Proud in the triumph of ſo rich a prize | 
But know, reſiſtleſs Age ſha.l thee diſarm, 

E'er equal worth ſhall fink beneneath thy arm. 

She ſaid: when lo! a ſudden gleam of light 
Shot thro' the duſky ſhade divinely bright! 
And from an azure cloud a voice the heard; No 


Which thus her ſoul in ſoothing accents chear'd: 
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Let ſmiling Joy reſume its wonted ſeat, 

Nor raſhly deprecate impartial fate; 

For heav'n to all doth proper lots aſſign, 

Nor at the juſt decree muſt man repine 

To nobler ends was his great ſoul deſign'd 

Than rule an earth. So wills th' eternal mind. 
He now in theſe bleſt regions free from woe, 

Or cares, or pains, which mortals feel below, 
Shall ſhare the prize to virtuous actions giv'n, 
And taſte unenvy'd all the joys of heav'n; 

Whilſt his brave ſon the Britiſh arms ſhall wield,. 
And lead his troops victorious to the field. 

Nor ſhall the conq'ror's meed, the laurel: crown, 
In war alone declare his name's renown : 

The peaceful olive round his temples twin'd, 
Shall ſhew the hero born to bleſs mankind. 
Cheriſh'd by him ſhall Science raiſe her head, 
And the ſwoll'n ſails ſucceſsful . Commerce ſpread : 
Then ſhall each grateful Muſe aloud proclaim 
In the young chief the ſire's immortal fame. 


To the PRINCESS of WALES, 
By STEern. Bc HAU, Gent. Com. of Trinity Coll. 


Rinceſs, adorn'd with ev'ry female praiſe, 
Accept true ſorrow's unaffected lays ; 

O deign t accept the ſentiment fincere, 

The voice of nature, and the genuine tear! 

Nor mark in me a mercenary muſe, 


That with falſe flattery's ſtrain thy favour ſues : 
; | Unlike 
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Unlike the penſion'd panegyric band, 
That tune their faithleſs lyres with venal hand, 

I come not here to praiſe thee, but to ſooth ; 
Tho' void my verſe: of art, it flows from truth. 
By ſorrow led, fad viſitant, E come, 

My duteous griefs to ſing on Faxepericx's tomb. 


Clos'd is that eye, . whence kind compaſſion beam'd ;.. 


Mute is that tongue, whence.manly reaſon ſtream'd; 
Cold is that heart, where Virtue, , baniſh'd name,. 
Where Britiſh Virtue kept her veſtal flame; 

Thoſe hands are in the ſable ſhrowd confin'd,.. 
Whoſe overflowing bounties bleſs'd mankind. 

And To! what awful forms, with penſive air, 
Around their godlike guardian's tomb repair ! 
Firſt walks Munificence, majeſtic maid, 

In ſtately veſt of antique guiſe array'd; _ 
Next Faith appears with mournful mien and meek, 
Wetting with cryſtal drops her virgin cheek; 
Rending the laurels from her graceful head, 

Sad Poeſy comes on with tragic tread. 

Each Pow'r, that beſt the head or heart can guide, 
Or o'er the graceful and the great preſide, 
Advances, o'er the much-lov'd FxRDERICx's tomb 
To ftrew the purple ſpring's moſt beauteous bloom. 
Meantime, majeſtic mourner, ceaſe to grieve, 

O hear the comforts that the Muſe can give! 

O look on thine Aſcanius! royal heir! 

Of Albion's eager hope the bloſſom fair! 

Oh think that he remains !: 
One day to fill the Britiſh throne may riſe : 
May riſe his grandſire's kingdom to command, 


And Britain's 8 graſp with Faepericx's hand! 


—and brave and wiſe 
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By PII. RASHLEIGH, Gent. Com. of New Coll. 


J. 
W time the fields bedight with gold were ſeen, 
Cliefden ! well-pleas'd1 trod thy beauteous brow, 
Mark'd thy green ſlope, thy trees and meadows green, 
And glitt'ring Thames in filver veins below. 
Came drear December, clad in wintry ſnow: 
Bare were thy trees, thy flow ry meads unſeen; 
Impetuous Thames had giv'n his urn to flow, 
And reft each glory of thy rural ſcene. 
Emblem too ſad of change and baleful ſtowre, 
Full ſore to rend thy honour'd lady's breaſt ! 
Sunk is her ſun, that cheer'd each golden hour, 
And mute the tongue that charm'd her cares to reſt, 
Her love, her joy, her life's beſt treaſure gone ; 
Sure woe ſucceeds and piteous plaintive moan |! 
II. 
Ah me! that tend'reſt minds ſhould thus be torn, 
Too ſoft to act the rough heroic part? 
Why heaves with fighs that gentle breaſt forlorn ? 
The gentleſt breaſt that e er felt Sorrow's dart! 
O grief! O wound to ev'ry virtuous heart ! 
Where ſhall the fair imperial mourner turn ? 
With what ſoft balm allay the feſt ring ſmart, 
New to the conflict, and untaught to mourn ? 
Say, ſhall the Muſe with lenient trains relieve ? 
All vain, I ween, the Muſes lenient pow'r; 
If heav'n ſupport not, hopeleſs muſt ſhe grieve : 
O heav'n! ſupport her in this dreary hour; 
Angels! in gentleſt whiſpers ſooth her ear, 
Tell, that from heav'n you came, and her own 
FrEDERICK's there! 
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By RowLanD BERKELEY, Gent. Commoner 5 
of New- Coll. bk 
\fewell! bleſt ſhade ;- nor ſcorn the mournful lay, + 
The Muſes bring to grace thy honour'd clay. T 
Who grieve in numbers, yet may grieve ſincere ; 
our tears—for flattery dwells not there: 
ears, which true love and heart-felt anguiſh ſhed; 
The laſt, beſt honours of th' illuſtrious dead: 
Tears, ſuch as drop'd from Roman eyes before, | 
When Titus fell, and Virtue was no more. E 
O! form'd our hopes to warm, our hearts engage, 
The well lov'd Titus of an impious age; - 
Like him, the bounty of thy princely mind U 
Chear'd ev'ry want, and took in all thy kind ; T 
Like him the lover and delight of man 1 
Ah! too like his, thy life's contracted ſpan. 
Each ſhewn to mortals by th' all-ruling fire, 2 
Lights of a day, to ſhine and to expire. I 
Yet him (tho' ſunk in deep deſpair of woe, N 
Rome thro” each trembling province felt the blow) B 
No infants mourn'd ; no wife ſurviv'd to ſee _ St 
A widow'd bed and orphan progeny ; | Li 
No good Veſpaſian view'd the funeral blaze, A 
Beat his hoar head, and curs'd his ling ring days: F. 
Here ev'ry grief is ſeen compriz'd in one, Ir 
| Wife, children, father weep their Fxeper1ck- gone: U 
| To Britain thence the tear infectious flows, A 


And ſpreads from her to ſtrangers and to foes. 
Les. — While the tale flies o'er her ſubje& ſeas, 
See the wide world lament the friend of peace; 
Proud 


er 
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Proud to forego, for the good patriot's name, 
War's ſavage joys, and conqueſt's inipious fame: 
Let ſuch vain triumphs grace the Flavian line — — 
To bleſs mankind, the nobler praiſe, was thine. 
Thy gentle virtue never loſt a day ; | 
No cloud of guilt o'ercaſt thy parting ray; 

Nor mix'd remorſe with thy expiring groan :; 

The Roman knew a crime, the Briton none, 


By James GYLEs, B. A. Student of Ch. Ch. 


Hr. mournful Muſe, my plaintive verſe inſpire, 
And gently ſweep the ſadly-pleaſing lyre. 

Britannia's friend demands a tender tear, 

And grateful off ring of the ſigh ſincere. 

Unhappy iſle, thy fav'rite hopes are fled, 

The prince, the patriot, and the father dead. 

Hail, ſacred ſhade ! this mournful verſe receive, 

The laſt ſad tribute that the Muſe can give. 

"Tis hers the good man's monument to raiſe, 

No flatt'rer ſhe, no proſtitute to praiſe. 

But hold ——Tho' Fate hath bid the ſon expire, 

Still full of days and glory lives the fire. 


Long may he live=—fair Albion's rights maintain, 


And future annals tell the glorious reign. 
Form'd by his pattern, FxRDERICk's royal line, 
In each paternal virtue taught to ſhine, 
With mildeſt ſway ſhall Britain's throne adorn, 
And be rever'd by ſubjects yet unborn, 
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By Exoch MarKHam, Student of Ch. Ch. 


I 


| GTAY, gentle Is, fen thy ſilver tide, 


While I my lay to doleful tenor turn; 


With murm'ring pleaſance now forbear to glide, | 


And let me teach thy wanton wave to mourn. 


Forbear, ſweet breeze, to curl adown the ſtream, 
While the ſad Muſe purſues her plaintive theme. 


II. 
Ye feather d meſſengers of grateful ſpring, 
Let awful filence fit on ev'ry bough, 


With warbling melody forbear to ſing, 


For joyous note would ill behove ye now. 
Let gloomy ſadneſs veil the blooming pride 
Of varied mead, and ev'ry flowret hide. 

III. 

Whilom the Muſes in beſeeming verſe 

On Iſis' banks pip'd their ſweet roundelays, 
And ſwains were wont their numbers to rehearſe, 

And diſtant hills return'd their fav'rite's praiſe ; 
But now, forſaken river, now no more 


Tze heav'nly ſiſters ſhall frequent your ſhore, 


EE... 


I Where, mournful maidens, ſhall the poet find 
Sweet images to charm the liſt'ning throng ? 
Where are the qualities of noble mind, 


That erſt gave matter to the grateful long ? . 


L The patriot's zeal, the parent's tender care, 


And huſband's fondneſs no diſtinction wear. 
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| 1 | 
Ah me! how fleeting are a mortal's joys ? 

E'er the full bloſſom of our comfort's blown, 
Too haſty Fate with ſecret hand deſtroys, 

And Frepertcx and all our hopes are gone. 


Help, tragic Muſe, aſſiſt me to deviſe 
Notes ſad enough to wail our miſeries. 


VI. 


Who ſhall dire& you now, ye chearleſs ſwains, 
Himſelf the foremoſt to lead on the way? 

Or rules of ſapience teach in tempting ſtrains, 
Himſelf the great example of his lay ? 

Who now ſhall nurſe with care the worthy ſchems 

Of liberty, fair Albion's darling theme ? 


VII. 


Ye Nymphs, who now ſhall teach the roving fpouſs 
Firm truth, and ſweeteſt durancy of love ? 
Or in whoſe name ſhall lovers tell their vows, 
And ſwear, like his their plighted faith ſhall prove ? 
Like his, whoſe hapleſs and untimely fate 
Forlorn AuGusTA mourns in widow'd ſtate. 


VIII. 
Ill would it thee betide, unhappy iſle, 
And greater fill would be the cauſe to moan, .  * 
Should heav'n again withhold her gracious ſmile, _ 
And royal Gzorce forſake the peaceful throne ; 
Then ſaddeſt plaint would reach the fartheſt ſhore, 
And gladſome carol ne'er be chaunted more. 


H 2 | But 
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IX. n 
But tho? our hopes are fled, nor joy of auhht 
To the diſtemper'd ſoul ſweet ſolace brings, 
Yet let the Muſe indulge the pleaſing thought, 
That FREDERICK ſhall yield a race of kings 
Himſelf tho' dead his worth may fill ſurvive, 
The fire remembred in the ſon may live. 


By Sau. Bisgor, Coll. D. J. Bapt. Schol. 


— urg'd by pious grief, to mourn 

Around their FREDERICK's ſacred urn 
Britannia's grateful ſons attend ; 

While Goodneſs weeps her choiceſt boaſt, 

While Art laments a patron loft, 


And all mankind an ardent friend ; 


With bolder flight my daring Muſe 
To heav'nly ſeats the prince purſues, 
Seats brighter than his father's throne z 
Where only his exalted mind 
Can true, unſully'd glory find, 
Or virtue equal to town, 


FS There happy! lovely! great! divine 
She ſees the royal hero ſhine, 

* Freed from incumb'ring earth's reftraint ; 
And careleſs of the world below, 
FE. Regardleſs of her country's woe, 
[ Forgets the patriot in the ſaint, 


Elſe 
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Elſe muſt her voice in tears be drown'd, 
Her alter'd lyre convert its ſound 
To notes of ſorrow, and deſpair ; 
That voice which pour'd the melting ſong, 
That lyre which charm'd the liſt ning throng, 
When fav'ring FxzperIck deign'd to hear. 


Yet, ſhould the Muſe indulge her grief, 
Should ſhe, obdurate, ſcorn relief, 

And breath th' eternal penſive ſigh ; 
Twould touch the pitying hero's breaſt, 
Twould make his glorious change leſs bleſt, 

And heav'n itſelf leſs full of joy. 


For ſure the gentle, generous heart, 
That ſympathiz'd with ev'ry ſmart, 
That bled for ev'ry neighb'ring woe, 
(Tho' now from paſſion free, and pain) 
Muſt ſtill that tender ſenſe retain, 
Which dignify'd the man below. 


By STANLEY BURRoOUGH, B. A. Taberdar ok 
Queen's College. | 


H whither does the pleaſing viſion fly ! 


The cheering ſcene, the beauteous proſpect where! 
How chang'd each object meets the aching eye 
What barren waſtes on every fide appear |. 


| 


Whers now the opening bud, the riſing ſhoot, 
And ſwelling boſom of the fertile plain, 

Which promis'd ſummer's thade or autumn's fruit, 
Delight or profit to the longing ſwain! - 
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Vain hopes of future joys ! extinguiſh'd all] 
All fhrunk to duſt, or chang'd to barren ſand [ 


O'er all the plains envenom'd mildews fall, 
And th' envious blight extends its ſable band, 


Whence now, my wretched ſons, the kind ſupply ! 
Our preſent ſtore ere diſtant harveſt ſpent ! 
Diſtracting thought, o'ercharg'd with miſery, 
Death to each ſmiling joy and calm content! 


So plain'd Britannia at the frightful ſound 
Of FrepertIck's death awaking, as reclin'd 

Beneath the ſhade, in ſleep ſecurely drown'd, 
She dreamt of joys for ages yet behind. 


And well, diftreſs'd Britannia, may'ſt thou.mourn, 
All grief's too poor to ſuit th' heart-rending theme; 
I; Since all thy hopes are loſt in FxEDERICx's urn 

6 | And all thy promis'd joys but prove a dream. 


By Joun WrutTHAM, Fellow-Commoner of 
Trinity Coll, 


J. 
For the warblings of the Doric oate, 
That wept the youth deep-whelm'd in ocean's tide; 
Or for the mournful Muſe, whoſe varying note 
| Chaunted how dear the laurell'd gyduey dy'd: 
ruhen ſhould my woes in worthy ſtrain be ſung, 
1 *: 1 due eypreſs · Wreath _ . ha eu 


lo 
[ 
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II. 

But tho? my novice- hands are all too weak 

To graſp the tuneful reed, my voice unſkill'd 
The graceful words of poeſy to ſpeak ; 

Tho' rude the cadence of my wood-notes wild; 
Yet ſhall not tend'reſt Duty bid me tell, 
How great, how juſt, how good, the matchleſs FxEDERIcx 

fell? : 


III. 


How well he knew to leave the loftier ſcene, 
To throw the pomp of purple ſtate aſide, 
Led by calm thought to bow'rs of eglantine, 
And high-arch'd walks on Thames's ſacred fide; 
To looſe himſelf in landſchapes lone and ftill, 
Where Contemplation ſate on Cliefden's beech-clad hill? 


IV. 


How lock'd in pure-ey'd Concord's golden band, 1 
With his bleſs d bride, thro' Wedlock's hallo d ways {1 W 
With even ſtep he walk'd, and conſtant hand, 1 
His temples binding with domeſtic bays; 
How in each ſcience moſt ſublime he ſhone, 
And crop'd the faireft flow'rs of filver Helicon 2 
How to ſweet Poeſy, all-bounteous lord, 
He never barr'd his princely palace-gate, 
But bade his Thomſon ſhare the regal-board, 
With claſſic converſe ſeas ning empty ſtate ? 
Hence falt - ch exulting bard a mighty rage, 
With palder nn wan 
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By Ros. LowTn, M. A. of New College, 
| Profeſſor of Poetry. 


ENougb of fruitleſs plaint, and ſorrows vain. 

If yet the tuneful verſe, and heav'nly ſtrain, 

Could Nature's courſe, and Fate's ſtrong purpoſe ſtay, 

And give new ſpirit to the lifeleſs clay, 

The Muſe, well-ſKkill'd in every charm of ſound, 

Had drawn thy liſt' ning oaks in crouds around, 

Thy ſtreams, O Iſis, had forgot to flow, 

And her ſweet ſong had bent the pow'rs below. 
But ſtill'tis her's, nor fabulous the claim, 

To crown with deathleſs praiſe the Hero's name; 

To trace each feature of the godlike mind, 

Friend to the world, and fav'rite of mankind ; 

Prompt to relieve and to prevent diſtreſs, 

Who felt no greater bleſſing than to bleſs : 

Patron of arts ; who bade Britannia ſpread 

More wide her ſails, and Commerce lift her head: 

And ſtill more bright within the narrower line, 

Bleſt ſhade, thy pure domeſtic praiſe ſhall ſhine, 


EF Where to a point in mingled luſtre ran 
LE The rays of huſband, father, friend, and man. 


The verſe ſhall live: and thro' the length of time 
Reach ev'ry future age, and diſtant clime ; 


The fair example other realms adorn, n 


And warm to virtue princes yet unofrnn 
Hence tears undue from foreign eyes ſhall floß: © 
Hence kindred hearts ſhall learn to ſooth their woa: 
The fire's great ſoul, in each hard moment try'd, 
harz, and fe, Tn fy , 
1 e 
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The brother's-woice the juſt applauſe ſhall join ; 
„Such was my FuxzbkRIck's praiſe, and ſuch be mine.“ 
This ev'n AvevsTa ſhall ſuſtain to hear, | 
And mix with tender joy the filent tear: 

While the dear objects of her cares around 

Shall pant, exult, and tremble at the ſound ; 

The ſacred name their eager thoughts ſhall raiſe, 

And fire each little breaſt to reach his father's praiſe. 
But thou, young prince, whom kinder fates approve, 

Whom GeorGct.embraces with a father's love, 

Britain's chief care ; fince heav'ns ſevere decree 

Has fix'd too ſoon our ſecond hopes on thee ; 

Be thou the firſt to catch the generous fire; 

Aſſert thyſelf, and give us back thy fire : 

With ſacred arts intent to ſtore thy breaſt, 

To. bid thy Britain, and the world be bleſt ; 

Studious by great, by gracious acts, to move 

Their loud acclaim, but more to win their love. 

And know, that monarchs were by heav'n deſign'd 

The guardians and the parents of mankind : 

Victims of pow'r devoted to the throne, 

To make the cares of multitudes their own : 

Loſt to themſelves ; to-private joy, and eaſe, 

The hopes, the fears, the very griefs that pleaſe z , 

By others wants, and others woes oppreſt : 

But in the public good ſupremely bleſt. 

Be this thine aim: nor think true greatneſs lies 

In regal pomp, the gaze of vulgar eyes, 

The-cumbrous trappings of imperial ſtate : 

Be wiſe, be juſt, be good, and thou art great. 

But far, far baniſh'd from thy young defires 

Be conqueſt's charms, and fierce ambition's fires, | 

The 


Hear thou the Muſe, for truth inſpires her lay. 
Nature, emerging from the flood, began 
To ſpread o'er earth a ſecond race of man: 
With equal ſteps advancing, Human Pride 


Th' almighty ſaw, diſpleas'd: and to.purſue 


And bade Ambition waſt the riſing age. 
From deepeſt hell uproſe th' aſpiring fiend ; 
Havock and Spoil her horrid ſteps attend ; 
Dire Luſt of war puff d up with noiſy fame, 


_ Laſt, but moſt hateful of th' infernal train, 


To rouſe the lion in the hardy chaſe, 

To quell the tyger's wide-deſtroying race, 
Had been the hero's taſk ; the ſylvan ſpoil 
Adorn'd his triumph, and repay'd his toil. 
Now dire Ambition urg'd his eager mind 
On nobler game, the chace of human-kind. 


A fiercer monſter, Nimrod took his way: 

The furious hunter, great in lawleſs might, 

Led his rude bands to rapine, rage, and fight: 

* Aw'd with new fears, before his waſting ſword 
The nations trembled, and confeſs'd their lord. 


The firſt proud Babel of tyrannic reign. 


1 | Vengeance as oft the daring crime purſu' d; 
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The rage of wanton pow'r,. and lawleſs ſway ! - 


Rais'd unappall'd her head, and heav'n defy'd.. 


With well-weigh'd vengeance the preſumptuous crew, 
_ Againſt themſelves he turn'd their impious rage, 


Low-minded Fraud, and proud Oppreſſion came: 


Foul Slavery crouch'd, and patient drag'd her chain, 


Forth from his wilds, and from the ſavage prey, 


Then roſe, mid ſtreams of blood and hills of ſlain, 


Yet Pride, unquell'd, her bold aſſaults renew d: 
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As oft Ambition wav'd her flaming rod : 
dome chief went forth, the dreadful ſcourge of God. 
If ſtorms unequal to the guilt were found; | 
If dearth in vain had breath'd deſtruction round, 
Earth whelm'd whole cities in her burſting womb, 
Plague ſwept whole nations to the crowded tomb, 
Nor yet proud man obey'd : th' Almighty Sire 
Then bar'd his arm, and riſing in his ire, 
Aim'd high the blow : but dropping from his hand 
His own red lightning and three-forked brand, 
To Philip's ſon, or Cæſar's ſword, confign'd 
The taſk, more ſharply to chaſtiſe mankind ; 
Rous'd dire Mohammed's fierce fanatic rage ; 
Loos'd the mad Swede to laſh an impious age; 
Bade ſome wild Huan their boaſted arts confound, 
Or ſome vain Louis vex the nations round : 
Who ſtill, returning from th' enſanguin'd plain, 
With carnage gor'd, and reeking from the ſlain, 
Found conſcript ſlaves the trophy'd arch to raiſe, 
Crowds to admire, and venal bards to praiſe. 

Let no ſuch frantic thirſt thy ſoul enflame 
Of hateful glory, and of guilty fame. 
Britain from thee no ſuch mean triumphs craves : 
Britain diſdains a ſubje& world of ſlaves. 
To make the welfare of mankind her care; 
To conquer but ts ſerve, redreſs, and ſpare ; 
Right, public faith, and commerce to maintain, 
Join diſtant lands, and open all the main; 
Science to ſpread ; to cheriſh arts of peace; 
To bind in one free ſtate all human race; 
To curb th' oppreſſor, and th' oppreſt to raiſe : 
Such Britain's boaſt, and ſuch her monarch's praiſe. 

Wi 
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With conſcious pride the Nine approach the throne, 
Reſound his praiſes, and advance their own. 

Nor thou, young prince, the ſacred choir diſdain ; 
Wiſdom brings up, tho* Pleaſure leads the train. 
With gentleſt hand the Muſe ſhall form thy youth, 
Bid Science ſmile, and ſmooth the brows of Truth ; 
Point the rough way to Virtue's ſteep abode, 

Make plain th' aſcent, and ſtrew with flow'rs the road, 
In her bright mirrour to thy wond'ring eyes 
Shall myſtic forms, and pleaſing ſhadows riſe: 
There ſhalt thou fair, and juſt, and good deſcry ; 
What t$ purſue ſhalt learn, and what to fly; 
How Paſſions torture and debaſe the mind; 
How Virtue bleſſes and exalts mankind; 

See her confeſt in native beauty ſhine, - 

And in thy life tranſcribe the fair deſign. 

Then ſhall the Muſe record thine honour'd name, 
And crown thoſe virtues, ſhe inſpir'd, with fame, 

Nor ſcorn her aid, nor thou thy ſmile refuſe : 

The Muſe ſhall grace thy reign; ——do thou protect 
the Muſe, 
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III IDEII TI ISL SS SS 1 


To the KING. 


By - EORGE BLoUN.T, Fellow-Commoner of 
St. John's Coll. 


RY holy ties to Majeſty allied, 
To aid her'glories, or her cares divide, 
The much-loy'd Granta, in her faithful lay, 
Of Georce's fortunes ſhares the fated day. flame, 
Twas now, from Fx REDERICk's ſoul ſhe caught the 
Enrich'd her hundred arts with Fxeperick's name, 
Or plan'd the riſing honours of his days 
In the fair leſſon of his father's praiſe ; 
And now, dejeQed bends beneath the throne, 
To ſpeak a father's feeling: and her own, 
IIl-fated prince]! quick roſe the ſolemn ſhrine 7 
Nor future days, nor riſing honours thine, 
And pale Britannia in one fad decree, 
Loſt all he lov d and all ſhe hop'd, in thee. Fe * 
| = ! 


98 CAMBRIDGE VERSES. 


Oh! greatly form'd for empire's better part, 
To ſhape the manners, and inform the heart; 
To bid example raiſe the moral high, 
And lay the uſeleſs ſtorms of terror by: 
To warm each virtue with the kindlier ray, 
And the ſoft ſun-ſhine of domeſtic day ! 
Peace to thy princely ſhade——and on thy ſtone 
Let this ſad, faithfyl, gen'rous verſe be known': 
© BRITAIN NE'ER FELT A SORROW $0 SINCERE, 
On DROPT A TRUER OR MORE GEN'RAL TEAR» 


By PHiLLiy BENNVETI, M. A. Fellow of 
Magdalen College. 


I. 


V. , weep the verſe ! no more the Muſe inſpires; 
Adieu her raptures ! and farewell her fires | 
The Muſes weep——with tear-ſwol'n eyes, 
Mourning Death's royal {acrifice, 
In concert ſad, around 
They tread the hallow'd ground, 


II. 
There in woe's ſable ſhade deep - veil'd, in vain 
Poets or court, or hope, acceſs to gain; 
Fruitleſs, as joyleſs. we invoke ; 2 M1 
The Muſes feel like us the ftroke ! i 
Intrude not (ſay they) on 
This hallow'd ground, begone, 
We ve heart-felt. griefs and ſorrows-of dur own. 


0 


Where king's are buried, and where king's are crown d. 
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III. ; 
O pompous konfe of Death ! whoſe many a ſhrine 
Weeps human nature ſoaring to divine; 
Why burſts the vault? why gapes the tomb? 
To heaven Frevtrick's ſecond womb | 
There to Death's royal throne 
Could not the Muſe make known, 
A nation's tears would deluge with her own 7; bs 
Imperial houſe of Death ! thy Genii weep 
Royal mortality intomb'd to keep; 
O could they triumph over Death, 
And joyful give a FaeDtrick breath !. 
| Thro' ages had he ſhin'd, 
The darling of mankind, - 
By nature for Britannia's bliſs deſign'd. 
| V. 
But, O ye Muſes, O ye Genii, ſpare 
To dwell in tombs with Britain's ſad- loſt heir; 
| Heav'ns claim we never can deny, 
Equal to me or royalty! 
Death's reſiſtleſs art 
Wings th' envenom'd dart. | 
Deep in a prince's as a peafant's heart. 3 
VI. 
Come then, ye Muſes, come from FzeperIc's ſfuine; 
Come, feek Apollo; teach us to divine j 
Smile, ſhew the acts which Fame's proud verſe 
Shall of her riſing Ggoxck rehearſe : Fo. 
The grandſire's full-blown name, 
The father's fair-bloom'd fame, 
Will kindle Virtue's heav'n-afpiring flame. 
I-2z- 
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| VII. 
As, when a branch is lopp'd, the Engliſh oak 
Not trembles, but yet groans at ev'ry ſtroke ; 
Deep-rooted ſov'reign tree! it weeps 
Its loſs, but majeſty till keeps: 
So Britain's monarch wears 
A majeſty in tears, 
Mov'd tho' the parent, all the king appears, 
VIII. 5 
O ſooth, Britannia, ſooth his anguiſh'd mind; 
The private heart-throbs to recluſe confin d: 
Bare, O bare thy bleeding heart, 
Social Grief's ſoft balm impart ! 
In FrxEvtrIox's GroRGE we'll find 
A king to bleſs mankind ; 


"Twas GeorGE's plan embeam'd on Faeperck's mind. 


IX, 
As the pale poplar, which the lofty pine 
With ſocial ſhoots was kindly wont to join; 5 
The pine from her embraces torn, 
Widow'd beholds a ſcene forlornnn - = 
So fair AucusTa's ming. 
For ſocial bliſs deſigu d, 
Weeps, Solitude, thy dreary waſte now left behind. 
X. 
As the time- daring cedar lofty rears 
Her head immortal ; knows no ſelf-felt fears ; ; 
Yet in her Kindred cypreſs grove 
When falls the tree, ſhe weeps with love: 
So England's cedar bow'd, 
(A nation's heart was mov'd) 
When the tall. cypreſs fell thro” all the grove belov'd. 


Cds 


nd; 
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XI. 
Commerce J heard in London's royal burſe 
To her pale patrons the fad tale rehearſe ; 
Nor ſea's ſwell'd rage, nor wind's wild roar, 
Nor triumphs of the roek- girt ſhore, 
Did ever there difplay 


Such heart-deep-ſunk diſmay ; [away.- 


In Fxevericx's fleets, trade, hope itſelf, feem'd ſwept 
XII. 
On Cam and Iſis Fame's deep murmurs roll'd; 
Science all trembling heard the tale unfold; . 
Dejection bow'd the hoary head; 
Joy from the jocund boſom. fled; 
Arts ficken'd ; Nature beat 
To ſilent Woe's retreat; 
The Graces and the Muſes left their beſt- low d ſeat. 
XIII. | 
Tragic Melpomene flow-pac'd her ſiſter led 
Calliope, immortalizing Virtue fled ; 
Hark ! Polymnia's chaunts engage | 
Clio's Hiſtory's fair page 
Makes ſweet Thalia mute; 
Nor breaths Euterpe's flute ; 
Unſtrung, Terpſichore, is thy golden lute. 
And yet our bards their feeble ſtrength eſſay j 
Labour Grief's tribute uninſpir'd to pay; 
Tho' vain invok'd each Muſe's name, 
They own, fair Gratitude, thy claim, 
The debt to Fazpernck's ſhrine; 
To GEeorGe the tow'ring pine; 
And to thee, GzorGs, the oak erſt held divine: 
I 3 
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T. Packr, M. A. Fellow of King's Coll 


HO ſhall the weeping Muſe in artleſs lays 
Deſcribe fair Albion's grief, or FxRDERIck's praiſe? 
How ſhall the Muſe in. penſive numbers tell, 
How Albion lov'd, how he untimely fell ? 
As ſome fair flow'r of beauteous May the pride, 
With richeſt tints in Iris' colours dy'd, | 
Pluck'd by rude hands its vivid glow reſigns, 
And languid on its parent earth reclines ; 
Such, Britain, was thy hapleſs Prince's fate, 
Mature and deck'd with all the pomp of tate ; 
Who ſoon, too ſoon alas! reſign'd his breath, 
Smote by the rude, the iron hand of Death. 
Alike imperious Death extends his reign, 
O'er ſcepter d monarchs, or the humbler ſwain ; 
He makes the mighty bend, the proud obey, 
To pow'r unſeen, and mightier far than they ; 
His potent arm bids Kings their crowns reſign, 
And purpled majeſty to duſt incline ; 
Beneath his hand all ſons of earth decay, 
As vapours dying at the morning ray. 
But Virtue, daughter of the radiant ſky, 
- Riſes ſublime above mortality; 
Freſh, in eternal bloom, the heavenly maid 
Shines bright, in never-fading youth array'd, 
Securely bids the virtuous and the brave, 
Deſpiſe the ſhort-liv'd triumphs of the grave. 


— 
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By WILLIAM Hmsv, B. A. of St. Peter's Coll, 


OT to condemn what heav'n's beheſt decreed, 
Sorrowing I mix the plaintive choir among; 
And catch adventurous the oaten reed, 
To ſooth my piteous plight in Doric ſong. 


The heart with deadly melancholy fraught, 
Attempts in vain the balm of peace to find ; 

Till each crude anguiſh ripens into thought, 
And ftrong expreſſion frees the teeming mind. 


The artleſs murmurs of ſincere diſtreſs, 
If right I deem, not unmelodious flow, - 

Nor lays leſs rough than Attic tongues expreſs : - 
Nature joins elegance to heart-felt woe. 


I've dirges read, the meed of hapleſs ſwains, 
Of Orpheus, mournful bard ! who erſt could move 
The ſtubborn breaſt of Dis ; ſuch were the ftrains ! 
Such was the force of conſtant woe and love! 


Darkling ſad Philomel is heard to mourn, 
And ſweetly modulate each ſwelling note; 
She pours her ſoul in ſong, all as a thorn - 
Softens the muſic of her bleeding throat. 


Ah wretched ſwain ! ah me I vainly dream! 
Not mine is Philomel's, or Orpheus” {kill ; 

Ill ſuits the richly-decorated theme 
Diſcordant oaten ſtraw, or ſhepherd's quill, 


The 
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'The lowly Muſe not ſoars for lofty phraſe, Bu 

Nor raſhly dares ſublimer ſtrains rehearſe ; 

Ah could ſhe hope to build immortal praiſe ! Al 
Then FREDERICK, ſubject meet, ſhould grace her verſe; | 

Thee, FREDERICK, thee the ſympathizing ſtreams, 80 

g Fountains, and trick Iing rills, and rapid floods; | 
| Thee Cam, thee Iſis, thee meand'ring Thames W 


Lament, re- murmuring to the murmuring woods, 


To Ocean they convey the grief-ſteep'd theme, 
"Tis FREDERICK demands their ev'ry tear; 

The ſun-parch'd meads, deny'd the wonted ſtream, By 
No more the gayly-tinQur'd robe ſhall wear. 


Ye conſcious flow'rs, erſt paſſing fair, recline 

Your wither'd heads, primroſe, or vi'let blue, An 

Or amaranthus, or pale jeſſamine, a 
Or tulip ſtreak'd with many a varied hue : 


Out 

No more ſhall primroſe ſweet, or vi' let blue, 

Or tulip gay, or amaranthus bloom, | Ne 

dave where with cypreſs, where with pious yew, 44 
Proud they aſpire to deck our Fxeperick's tomb, 

To 


Great advocate of fair Aſtræa's cauſe, ( 
Of ſcience, trade, and peaceful arts the friend ! Th 
What tho' nor din of popular applauſe, 
Nor Pzans loud for thee the concave rend; 


To ſtem, while others trod the path of Fame: 


In thee ſhone ev'ry grace, and ev'ry good, 
The huſband, father, friend, and patriot flame. 


Vs 

A nobler praiſe was thine, Ambition's flood _ "A 
W] 

{ 


But 


ſe; 


No ſteep refreſhing came, nor ſoft ning tear, 
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But Death nor ſpares the virtuous, nor the brave ; 
He early bade Marcellus meet his doom ; 
Alike the fatal ſummons of the grave 
Awaits the hope of Albion, as of Rome. 


So heav'n ordains—— but if Marcellus dead 
Each Roman cheek with many a tear bedews 
Well may Britannia droop her aching head, 
For ach! tis her's a FR RDERIex to. loſe. 


By Ros. RicHaRDsoN, B. A. of Emmanuel Coll. 


DB then ſo ſoon all human glory fade i | 
The ſtream of life ſo ſtaind with ſorrow flow? 
And, midſt the verdure of the olive ſhade, 
The baleful cypreſs circle GzorGE's brow ?- 


duch the ſuggeſtions of diſtemper'd care; 
From balmy ſleep, from tears I ſought relief: 


The vulgar ſolace of a mod'rate grief: . 


To my weak. limbs till wearied nature brought 
Of broken ſlumbers the uncertain aid ; 

Then mimic fancy took the place of thought, 
And Fzevericx's loſs with lengthen'd care ſurvey'd. 


Urg'd on'by anguiſh, o'er each ſacred grave - 

Of princes ſnatch'd from empire now I rove ; . 
Where William ſafe from the inconſtant wave, 
Or Henry happy in his father's love, 
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Or Arthur raviſh'd from the bridal bed, 
And later Henry ſtill lamented, reſt ; 
Some ſad idea, from each hallow'd * 7 

Crowds with freſh woe, and fills my lab'ring breaſt, 


Still eager of the fruit that ſorrow yields, 
On fancy's pinions born, I wing my way, 

Far to that weſtern iſle, whoſe corn-clad fields 
Riſe in the midſt, and * Sceafull's heighth diſplay, 


Three lofty empires, ſunk in deep deſpair, 
Thence views Britannia; all her wide domain: 

No thought of empire now relieves her care, 

Scenes of paſt glory but augment her pain. 


& Unhappy realms” ; with falt'ring ſpeech ſhe ſaid, 
” E'er while the 1 in the the Li of fame, 

« Soon is your jay, and boaſted beauty fled, 
« Which only ſtay'd ſecure on Fazperick's name; 


* The kneeling prieſt now weeps before his God; 

6 Speaks the mute ſenate in heart-heaving ſighs z, 
The virgins faint with grief"s { op] rely. ve per 

« And trembling infants join ill-b( 


« And well his death ſuch genuine ſorrow * ; 
Wide as the reach of his exalted mind; 
. Who like an angel ſpread his healing wings, 

A ſacred refuge to protect — 


* A mountain in the Iſle of Man, from whence 
* Scotland, and Ireland may be ſeen on a clear 


e 
ar 
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Never did ſickneſs pine, or want complain, 
« But, prompt to ſave, he ftretch'd his lenient handy 
« Indulgent patron of Art's buſy train; 
« Friend to fair Science, and her honour'd band. 


< Midft the mild bleſſings of domeſtic joy, 
In ev'ry part with equal grace he ſhone : 
„When public ſafety was his grand employ, 
« Has, and a people's welfare were but one, 


« Such merit early ſpurn'd ignoble clay: 
« See! Edward, like in virtue and in fate, 
« Hails him the foremoſt in the realms of day 
« Of thoſe bleſs d ſaints, who guard the Britiſh ſtats, 


« Ceaſe then, my ſons, your fruitleſs grief forbear: 
Tune ev'ry note to GEoRGE's ſacred name; 

„ BRUnNSWICK's bright race ſhall own his royal care, 

And greatly emulate their Father's fame,” 


By Thomas NeviLlt, M. A. Fellow of 
Jeſus College. 


A Way, fantaſtic Joys of human race, 
Low Cares of gold and grandeur, pow'r and place: 

Whether with titles, ſtrings, ye win the vain, 

Or ſtrike the giddy with your tinſeÞ train, 

Or in ſome Ammon, panting for a name, 

Rouze all the fierceneſs of Ambition's flame ! 

Can ye, weak triflers, when the freezing blood 

No more thro' purpled channels pours its flood, 
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Deck with its velvet veil of damaſk dye 

The lip, or lend new luſtre to the eye, 

Or thro th' entangled texture of the brain 
Call one idea to its ſeat again ? 

Thoughts dark as theſe o'ercaſt my clouded ich. 
As near the place, where FRED ERIK lay enſhrin'd, 
I fate, and wept : when ſudden to my ſight 
Fair Virtue, all in robe of waving white, 

Burſt forth: no lively look, no .graceful glance, 
Brighten'd her features: loſt in penſive trance 
Long o'er the tomb ſhe paus'd ; then with a ſigh 
Roll'd the full orb of her majeſtic eye, | 


And ſtarting from her dream,—ſuch pangs, ſhe cry'd, 


Shot thro' my heart when laurell'd Edward dy'd ; 

Or when with flow'rs the graſſy turf I dreſs'd, 

Which ſpread its verdure o'er my Hemy's breaſt. 

Yet, of the choſen few I gave to ſhare 

From earlieſt times my tutelary care, 

None in the dawn of op'ning youth diſclos'd 

Manners more mild, affections more compos'd, 

Than Thou, lamented ſhade !—as Reaſon taught 

Her firſt faint light to glimmer on thy thought, 

Pleas'd I obſerv'd each beam of merit break, 

Ere o'er the gloſſy vermil of thy cheek 

Crept the ſlow-ſpringing down: I call'd thee mine; 

And-for thy brows oft wreath'd the regal twine, 

Rapt with fond hopes to ſee thee on thy race 

Reflect each manly art, imperial grace, 

Which ſoften d in Auguſtus lawleſs ſway, 

And round Aurelius caſt each milder ray. 
How-chang'd, how ſad the ſcene ! what poet now 

Shall with the warmth of bright conception glow ,' 


Or 
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Or who, quick-glancing on the mental ſtore, 
In the juſt ſketch the moral beauty pour? 
O Thou, in whom Love breath'd his pureſt fire, 
And touch'd with ev'ry tender, chaſte deſire, 
What didſt Thou feel, fair Mourner ! in thy heart 
Relentleſs Sorrow fix'd her keeneſt dart: 
Elſe whence that languid poſture of deſpair, 
That ſigh, and muſing melancholy air, 
That ſudden ſtart, wild ſhriek, as Death's cold hand 
Loos'd the well-woven tye of Hymen's band ? 
GEORGE wept : while Britain's guardian Genius near 
Pond'ring reclin'd his head, then drop'd a tear. 
Ye tyrants, chiefs ! in arms who madly ſhone, 
Or who in gloomy grandeur fill'd a throne, 
See all your glories, triumphs vaniſh'd ! vain 
The trophy'd arch, wrought marble, gorgeous fane-: 
The column, down whoſe ſides your deeds enroll'd 
Blaz'd in effulgent lines of letter'd gold, 
Sinks in the duſt : in vain the crumbling ore 
A crouded liſt of conquer'd countries bore. 
Fools ! who on pow'r's polluted baſe could raiſe 
Vile mould'ring monuments of venal praiſe : 
Unleſs I dignify each action, Fame 
Wafts but an empty bubble of a name. light. 
O! could'ſt thou, FED ERIx, ſpring once more to 
And dart thro' dim futurity thy fight, 
And ſee each excellence, which once was thine, 
Diffuſing all its radiance thro' thy line: | 
When Science, at ſome Gzorce's mild command, 
Shall ſhow'r her Attic nectar o'er the land; 
Religion to all minds her fires diſpenſe, 
And warm to nobleſt deeds the ſocial ſenſe; 
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Commerce exulting ſoar with wings diſplay d, 
While the broad main grows black beneath her ſhade, 

More I had heard; when ſtreaming from the ſkies 
A vapour ſwept the viſion from my eyes. 


By Thomas CoLs, of Queen's College. 


AIL'! chearful parent of the infant ſpring, 

Etherial Mildneſs, hail! gladden'd by thee, 
Renewing Nature, as in early prime, 
When firſt in paradiſe ſhe play'd at large 
Her virgin fancies, now again adorns 
Her ſmiling face with each freſh-op'ning charm, 
That waits on youth : nor doth thy quick'ning breath 
Alone delight ; nor yet the noon-tide Walk, 
Thro' Granta's budding groves; nor ſunny: bab! 28 
Where firſt from out the moſs the violet rears 
Her fragrant purple: far ſuperior joys, 
Each vernal joy improving, here await . 
My ſolitude, if fitting of ſuch name 4 
It haply may be deem'd ; for Science here, 
Daughter of white-rob'd Peace and fair Conte 
Attends my ſtep, and kindly with me holds 
Exalting converſe; whilſt playing on before 
Hope ſpreads her painted wing, and with it hides 
Each ſad unſightly ſcene : nor does the Muſe 
Sometimes forget her pleaſing aid to lend, 
'Tho' uninvok'd ; e'en now methinks I feel 
The tuneful impulſe, but the crouding themes 
Sollicit diverſe, and with rival ſuit 
Her pref rence court; Love prompting bids her- frame 


Th' im- 
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Th' impaſſion'd ſonnet, to excite his fires 

In fair Eliza's breaſt ; Spring's trim array 

Her fancy ſtrikes with images, that form 

Numbers unſought, and voluntary move 

The facile lay ; Britannia's peaceful throne | 
Fill'd with the beſt of kings, and ſome time hence, 

But heav'n prolong that time, to be reſign'd 

To ſuch a prince, as Merit's ſelf would make 

Her kingdom's heir, provokes her now to build 

The patriot verſe, and raiſe to higher ſtrains 

The ſounding ſtring. 


But ah! what means this evil-boding gloom ; 

This horrid damp, that chills my heart with fear ? 
Ah! wherefore fade away in early bloom 

The promis d honours of the riper year? 


Why vaniſh all thoſe dear betraying ſcenes, 
That erſt my ſoul to heedleſs tranſport led? 

Why, like the airy ſweets of traceleſs dreams, 
Are all my peace-born, fancied comforts fled ? 


Too well alas! the dire event I ween, 

That ſtrikes its bane thro' nature's ſick' ning frame: 
Too well th' event is in the portent ſeen, 

To need the doleful tale of ling'ring Fame. 


Diſaſtrous change! what doth it now avail, 

That Britain once a matchleſs prince could boaſt ? 
What boots the joy, that ſorrow doth entail ; 

The joy, that's render'd dear but to be loſt ? 


—— 


K 2 Rage 
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Rage on, grim Death, thy triumph ſtill encreaſe, 1 
Nor leave us in deſpite a bliſs to know; 

Give us at once a merciful releaſe E 
From ev'ry comfort, and compleat aur wee, 

For what's the higheſt pleaſure man attains, B 
But a ſweet pledge of miſery at beſt; 

If, ſoon as e er his paſhons once it gains, F 


Malicious Fate then tears it from his breaſt? 


The flatt ring hope, the gayly gilded hour, 
With all the joys in health and plenty found, 

Serve only but to give Affliction pow'r, 

And add the ſcourge Regret to gall its wound. 


How weak's the thread, on which our lives depend? 
And oh! how like to that are Pleaſure's ties ? 

A hair, a breeze, the deareſt life may end, 
And that draw tears into a thouſand eyes. 


Forgive, O heav'n ! gainſt thee our mad complaints, 
And thou, O prince! with our ſelf. fondneſs bear; 
In chat we envy thee the bliſs of ſaints, 
And wiſh thee here a mortal crown to wear. 


Our higheſt ly, and our greateſt friend, 

In thy untimely death, we loſt bemoan ; 
Bemoan each virtue fitted to defend 

A kingdom's welfare, and adorn a throne. 


Tho' what's our loſs, who but at diſtance caught T 
His ſtreaming love in its diffuſive courſe, 7 
Compar'd with theirs, who took its pureſt draught, = 

And drank it freſhly flowing from its ſource ? 7 


To 
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To yon, from whoſe embraces he was torn, 
His own dear offspring, and his dearer wife, 
Heav'n chiefly gave to taſte, and doom'd to mourn 
Each tender gift that ſweetens private life. 


But deep-felt Anguih burſts the ſigh in vain ; 
In vain we ſhed Affection's fondeſt tear; 

For ſighs and tears will bring him back again 
No more than Virtae could ſecure him here. 


Such ſorrow more denies, than proves our love, 
Whilſt thus our common miſery it ſhows ; 

For if concern can reach the realms above, 
He'll feel it in his friends and country's woes. 


Then let us ſtrive grief's tumults to ſuppreſs, 
And Death of all his tyranny diſarm; 
Implore kind heav'n our ſuff rings to redreſs, 
And ſend ſome pledge of Fate's relenting arm, 


AND ſee, emerging from amidſt the blaze 
Of yonder op'ning cloud, Britannia beams 
On my enliven'd foul a gladſom ray 
Of conſolation ; and e'en now behold, 
As bent on ſoothing purpoſe and to greet 
My ears with mildeſt utt'rance, ſhe deſcends. 

« Forbear, my ſon, to wail or blame the ſtroke, 
« Which heav'n, in wiſdom or in anger, ſends 
« 'T” afſlict mankind: nor in deſpair ſurmiſe 
Thy country's welfare, my peculiar charge, 
« With its chief bleſſing loſt; for yet, e en yet 
« Enough of comfort ſtill remains to calm 
The ſwelling tide of anguiſh, that o'erflows 

K 3 Each 
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Each Briton's eye; could they from thence remove W 
* The dark' ning film that intercepts the view | T. 
« Of future bliſs; but I with virtual touch A 
« Will ſtrengthen thy weak fight, and to thy ken T] 
« Lay ope a ſcene of ages far remov'd | TI 
« In time's expanſe; as erſt from Eden's height W 
« Adam beheld, when Michael firſt had purg'd Ot; 
« His viſual nerve with Euphraſie and Rue, A 
« And from the Well of Life three drops inftill'd. Sa 
« Behold the veil by nature plac'd to bound By 
All human foreſight, now upriſing quick Ar 
% To heav'n's high vault, lets in upon thy ſenſe Ste 
* Prepar d to bear the view, a lucid train | Bu 
« Of many bright ſucceeding years ſtretch'd out Te 
In fair perſpective; firſt ſurvey the tract | W. 
« To its far diſtant verge, which GEORCE“'s life TI 
1 Fills up illuſtrious; onward now extend | 
„Thy lengthen'd gaze, and ſee, where juſt advancY 0 
* To manhood's prime, my darling prince aſcends « 
The Britiſh throne; ſurviving ſtill in him « | 
«« Behold each royal virtue deem'd as loſt « 
* With his lamented fire: behold what days, « 
„What happy days are thence continu'd down 10 
«« To late poſterity, e er Time's extreme 10 
+ Bounds the vaſt ſcene, and terminates thy view.“ « 
| «c 
r ä 40 
By J. Dux cou R, B. A. C. C. C. 64 
8 K was the ſolemn taper's ſickly glare, Fe | 
Serene the night and filent all the air, 4 


The ſullen drum, the cannon's pauſing roar, 


And the funereal knell was heard no more; 
1 5 8 When 
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When I repair'd with a religious dread a 
To the dim manfions of the royal dead, 
And trod the vaulted ground by Cynthia's light 
Thro' ſtory d windows glimm'ring on the ſight. 
There as in Henry's awful dome I ſtray d, 
With Fancy's eye I ſaw each ſacred ſhade 
Start from the ſhrowd, ſhake off th' encumb'ring duſt, 
And animate each venerable buſt : | 
Saw ſable Edward's Genius, ſtill ador'd 
By Britons, hover o'er his pond'rous ſword ; 
And Henry terror-plum'd his falchion wield, 
Stern as in Agincourt's immortal field. 
But ſoon from thence with trembling ſteps I turn 
To vent my grief o'er that lamented urn; 
Whick, moiſt with Britain's ſorrow now contains 
The parent's, huſband's, Faepercx's lov'd remains, 

« Ah prince, I cry'd, while pity fill'd my eye, 
„ FrEDeRICK, endear'd by ev'ry ſocial tye, 
« When late I ſaw thee drop a tender tear 
“Of feeling ſympathy on Juliet's bier, 
And heard thy youthful train with ſighs confeſs 
Humane compaſſion at her feign'd diſtreſs; 
« How little thought I what a fatal blow 
Would ſoon give cauſe for undiſſembl'd woe z 
* That we in ſad proceſſion ſoon ſhould join, 
« And the next fun'ral obſequies be thine! 
No longer now in Kew's or Cliefden's grove 
That prattling train ſhall with thee ſportive rove; 
No more their ſtories ſhall thy walks beguile, 
Nor thou repay thoſe ſtories with a ſmile, 
Nor view their eyes, and with a kiſs declare 
Thou ſee'ſt their mother, thy AvcvsTa, — 

«c 2 


* 
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« And oh! thou partner of his happieſt hour, 
%% Thou widow'd fair, a partner now no more, 
« AvucusTa, late what tranſports fill'd thy breaſt, 
« Bleſt in thy conſort, in thy children bleſt ! 
« On downy. feet each golden moment flew, 
« Rich with ſuch love as earlieſt ages knew; 
0 Thy envy'd palace with ſuch bliſs was crown'd, 
&« As is in pataces but rarely found; 
« Such bliſs as ev'n the nymphs of rural plains 
« Experience rarely with their cottage ſwains. 
«© But now —— | 
While thus I mourn'd, an undulating light, 
Swift darting thro' the fane, diſpers d the night: 
Each pillar how'd, each ſculptur d ſtatue ſhook, 
And from the hollow vault theſe accents broke. 
« Grieve not for me, but yield to heav'n's beheſt; 
« I feel the ſigh that heaves my conſort's breaſt ; 
« But know ſuch virtue never can deſpair, 
« Bleſs'd with my children's love and father's care: 
« A huſband's loſs that father ſhall ſupply, 
« 'Thofe children train'd beneath her forming eye, 
« Shall well their grandfire's tenderneſs repay, | 
The fav'rite theme of ev'ry Britiſh lay. 
« Nor think that thou ſhalt fee the deathleſs name 
« Of Britain, blotted from the rolls of Fame: 
« Ev'n when the laſt ſad duties ſhall be paid 
In theſe arch'd ifles to Georce's honour'd ſhade z 
% Another Geoxce ſhall then, ev'n then impart | 
« Rekindling tranſports to each loyal heart : 


« 'Thro' dark futurity my raviſh'd eyes 15 
« View other Edwards, Henries, Williams riſe: ty, 
J ſce, I ſee the blooming train advance, — 


The pride of Britain, and the dread of France. 
« Bards 


- 
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« Bards yet unborn their praiſes ſhall reſound, 

« Alike in ſenates and in fields renown'd, 

« Fair Freedom's throne they dauntleſs ſhall maintain, 

« And rule with ſov'reign nod the ſubject main. 
Then Britain ſhall with grateful joy embrace 

« 'The darling youths, and view her FRBDERICxk's race 

« To all their great forefather's fame aſpire, 

« Nor, when ſhe views the ſons, forget the ſire. 


By F. MonTacv, Fellow-Com. of Trin. Coll 


V E 8, there's an eloquence in mighty woe, 
And tears ſpontaneous into numbers flow. 
Come then, Melpomene, my grief inſpire, 
Wake to ſad notes the ſweetly plaintive lyre, 
If ev'ry Muſe with Fx REDRRIcx is not fled, 
Pay this laſt tribute to the royal dead. 
Let each fair Science, which his mind approv'd, 
Each heaven-deſccnded Art his Genius lov'd, 
Rais'd by his hand, while all around they bloom, 
Grace with ingenious grief their patron's tomb. 
O prince, thy country's guardian, boaſt, and friend, 
Theſe are the titles which thy fame attend ; 
Nobler, than Rome could coin for lawleſs power, 
Or ſlaviſh ſenates on a tyrant ſhower : 
Titles not ſubject to imperious Death, 
Or the frail changes of a mortal breath. 
O ye, who till o'er England's throne preſide, 
Inſpire her actions and her counſels guide, 
Henry and Edward ; and ye glorious dead, 


Who fell at Poitiers, or at Creſſy bled, 
Recerve 
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Receive this hero to your patriot band, 
Another guardian Genius of our land : 

juſt were alike your views, your end the ſame, 
And various labours anſwer'd one great aim. 
Yet ſtay, bleſs'd ſpirit, if thy ſoul refin'd 


Leaves not each fenſe, each former care behind; _ 
lA ; Her" 
If any ling'ring human thought remain The 
Thy country's love may yet thy flight detain, Her 
Or in thy mind if ſofter paſſions riſe, Shal 
Awhile we'll rob thee of thy promis'd ſkies T 
Avecusra's image ſhall thy r. 
ge ſhall thy love renew, And 
And earth's low joys and ſorrows live anew. T 
See how amidſt a train of ſubject woes 8•1 
A ſov'reign grief the royal mourner ſnews: 8 
Applauding heav'n obſerves the pious tear, Ar 
And angels pity their reſemblance here. The 
Nor would I teach thee comfort from the ſchools, And 
Or give to grief like thine pedantic rules, cher 
Weep on, fair mourner; each endearing name Pay 


Private and publick may thy ſorrow claim : 
The beſt of huſbands, beſt of men deplore, 
Thy heart is human, tho' thy mind is more, 
Yet may your Genius triumph over Fate, 
England again may flouriſh, and be great. 
While he, whoſe force the ſinking ſtate defends, : 
Whoſe laws protect, and whoſe example mends, P 
Obſerves thy ſorrows with a parent's eye, 


Unites in grief, and anſwers ſigh for figh. =» 

= Behold young Georce his father's ſteps purſue, Wy 
| And ſhine a Faeper1ck to the world and you; 8 

| See ev'ry virtue which can bleſs mankind, Spr 


Bloom in his face, and ripen in his mind : 


o 
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Crouds as they gaze preſaging tranſports feel, 
And all that's Engliſh kindles into zeal, 

To warm by actions, by example fire, 

And his own life in ev'ry breaſt inſpire. 

This be his glory ; and may Granta claim 
Her ſhare of honour in his growing fame: 
Her's be the milder taſk, and gentler art, 
The mind to poliſh, and to form the heart. 
Her ſons, in action bold, in council ſage, 
Shall ſhine the patriots of a riſing age, 
Taught, or themſelves or others to command, 
And ſcatter plenty round a fainting land. 

Theſe are the paths, young prince, the virtuous tread, 
Belov'd when living, and ador'd when dead. 
Theſe 2re the arts, which made thy father great, 
And bid the Muſe lament her patron's fate; 
Theſe heav'n implanted in his goClike mind, 
And gave the glorious pattern to mankind : 
Shew'd to what height a mortal man could riſe, 
And then recall'd him to his native ſkies. 


LR of * * — 2 
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By PRHII. PaRsSoNs, of Sidney College. 


Enfive and ſad beneath the ſecret ſhade 
Of Solitude reclin'd, I take the reed 
With many a faint eſſay, to fing the loſs 
Of much-lamenting Britain, land of grief ! 
Where pining Care, Anxiety and Woe 
Sit ſorrowing, and with never ceaſing hand 
Spread univerſal ſadneſs all around. 
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O for the ſofteſt ſkill, the ſweeteſt Muſe | 
That ever charm'd an ear, or from the eye 
Drew the big tear, and with reſiſtleſs force 
Compell'd the foes of pity to relent 
Then, O lamented FxEperick, would I ſing 
Thee generous as thou wert, benignly good, 
Form'd for the ſocial virtues, form'd to guide, 
Had heav'n ſo will'd, and bleſs a happy land. 
Then while I ſung in melancholy ſtrains 
Our blaſted hopes, how, ſtruck with ſudden damp 
And ſympathy prevailing, ſhould each heart 
Beat thick with ſorrow, chaſing from the cheek 
The lively colour, and the roſeat bloom 

Sad flow the ftrains of ſorrow ; ill beſeem 
The verſe elaborate, the flowing line, 

The ſtudied grace, and elegance of ſound ; 

And Frxeperick's death the theme: yet would the Muſe 
Thus fing his godlike mind, his patriot care 
Vain thought, tho' laudable ! beneath that taſk 
She fails unequal. Ceaſe then, feeble maid; 
Enough for thee with oft-repeated ſighs 

To mourn the general loſs, to paint thoſe griefs 
That ſtill demand the frequent-flowing tear. 

Thee, FaeperiIk, oft retiring from the world 
Thy dear, thy lov'd AucusTa, mournful dame, 
Receiv'd with eyes of joy, with eager bliſs, 

With heart-felt happineſs, with mutual love, 
And delicate endearments; round, the train 
Of blooming princes, England's other hope, 
Preſs'd for paternal bleſſings ; now no more 
Shall thine AvcvsTa ſpring with eyes of joy, 
With eager bliſs, with heart- elt happineſs, 


And - 


CAMBRIDGE VERSES. 
And delicate endearment, mutual love, 
To meet the pious huſband ; now no more 
The train'of blooming princes round ſhall preſs 
To greet the tender father ; ſave in dreams, 
When thy lov'd form ſhall riſe before their eyes 
Oft, in unclouded majeſty ſerene, 
And give a tranſient, momentary bliſs. 

Dire were the horrors of that fatal night, 
When by thy hand of unrelenting Death 
The pious FRepeRick fell; who can deſcribe, 
Who paint——or can imagination's ſelf 
With utmoſt power, extenſive tho' it be, 
Form ſuch a ſcene of terror ? faintly ſhone 
The hopes of life, and like a dying lamp, 
Shoot forth a lightning gleam, deceitful blaze ! 
That ſeem'd to promiſe joy; when all at once 
With feeble ſtrugglings and a deep-drawn ſigh 
—— Oh cruel recolleion ! wounding thought 
He fell. And did he ſingly fall oh no; 
Britain's high-tow'ring hopes, the hopes of millions, 
Expiring ſunk, and vaniſh'd into air. 

When ev'ry eye was turn'd intent on him, 
And ev'ry heart was fraught with expectation, 
Then to behold the fatal dart of Death 
Fall unexpected who with equal mind 
Could bear the blow ſevere ? did not each heart 
Sink all-diſmay'd ? cold creeping horror thrill 
Thro' ey'ry vein ? and the big trembling tear 
Slow-rolling fall adown the pale-dead cheek ? 


Oh thou, fupreme of things ! parent of good ! 
Etherial ſource of beings ! at whoſe nod 


* 


L Omnĩ- 
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* Omnipotent the fates of mightieſt realms p 
Still riſe alternate, or alternate fall, p 
Teach, for thou canſt, oh ! teach us how to bear E 
The loſs, and bleſs thy providence divine! A 
Give us with deep humility to ſee 7 


This judgment for our crimes, and at thy throne ec 
To fall repentant, and avert thy wrath Hh 
With all the pious violence of prayer. | * 
And oh! be ſtill propitious, while we beg | 
Thy bleſſings on our ſovereign. Guard his life B. 
Still long and happy! may the royal race N 
Grow faſt beneath thy care, but chiefly GEoROE, * 
Prince of our hopes ! into his ductile heart N 
Pour all his father's virtues, pour his love, O 
That generous care, that openneſs of ſoul, Bi 
That made ten thouſands bleſt ; then once again F: 
Shall ſorrow be diſpell'd, each brow ſhall ſmile, Fe 
And Britons be the happieſt of mankind, T, 
T1 
Cl 
By W. BELI, of Magdalen College. 8 
A® in yon moſſy grot retir'd I lay, w 
While yet no eaſtern cloud beſpoke the day, 82 
And buſy nature all around was ſtill, * 
All but the whiſp'ring breeze, and murm'ring rill; T 
To meditation ſweet the ſcene inclin'd, FU 
And wak'd new tranſports in my penſive mind. Al 
When ftraight a ſigh the hardeſt heart would fear, Tc 


Shot thro' my grot, and pierc'd my trembling ear: 
And lo! before me ſtood a lovely fair, 


In look majeſtic, and divine in air; | 
; But pri 
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But in her downcaft eye fat woe confeſt, 

Pale was her cheek, faſt heav'd her ſnowy breaſt ; 

Her golden treſſes all neglected flow'd, 

And all her mein ſome monrnful goddeſs ſhew'd. 

« Say heav'n-born maid, why hither art thou come, 

« To leave for duſky groves thy azure dome? 

«© What dread impending fate doit thou impart, 

With ſwelling grief to burſt each Britiſh heart?“ 
Then ſhe, as oft ſhe wip'd the guſhing tear, 

Behold whom once you knew, ſad Clio here: 

Not ſo, whene'er at thy requeſt I came 

With rapt'rous fire to feed the youthful flame 

Not fo, all bath'd in tears did Clio ſing : 

Or ought from hea'n but heav'nly tranſports bring. 

But row alas! ye pleaſing themes retire, 

Far other airs muft breath from Clio's lyre, 

For know by Phœbus high beheſt I come 

To tell fair Albian's unexpected doom; 

The mournful tale thro' all her realms to ſpread, 

Chill the:young heart, and bow the filver'd head, 

Ok! Albion's ſons, your hapleſs lot deplore, 

The great, the much-lov'd FreDerICK is no more. 
Nature, the fondeſt parent of this iſle, 

Who form'd. and bleſs d it with her ſweeteſt ſmile, 

Saw with a mother's pangs Fate's waſteful hand, 

And rent with deep-fetch'd ſighs the tott'ring land. 

The ſigh ſo deep, ſo ſtrong the ruſhing blaſt, 

As laid your iſle's far nobleſt honours waſte : 

All wild its fury with relentleſs ſway 


Tore in its ſweepy courſe whole woods away ; 
L 2 While 


A remarkable ſtorm happen'd about the time of the 
prince's death. 


ae wer » 
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While tow'ring ſpires fell ſhatter'd to the ground, 
And pale Britannia ſhudder'd at the wound. 

Nor here alone were Nature's groans perceiv'd, 

All Europe felt them, and all Europe priev'd. 

Old Rhenus, when the dread decree he heard, 

To comfort Ocean for his dving lord, 

Alarm'd, forſook at once his oozy bed, 

And rais'd above the ſtream his ruſhy head ; 

Then roll'd his waves impetuous to the main, 
Burſt his high bounds, and delug'd all the plain. 
Nor will the Muſe thee, Sequana, forget, 
Unmov'd you could not hear the cruel fate. 

What tho' thy floods in Gallic channels flow, 
More us'd to noify mirth, than modeſt woe; 

What tho' thy verdant banks a lord muſt own 

The rival of Britannia's high renown ; 

Thy ſofter breaſt a nobler paſſion fir'd, 

And fwell'd with f:gns when Albion's hope expir'd, 
Alas ! relentleſs Deſtiny forbad ; 

Elſe with what eager haſte would you have fled ; 
Your beauteous ſhore, and dew-pearl'd haunts forgot, 
The ſhelly palace, and the chryſtal grot; 

To mix your murm'ring waves with filver Thames, 
And weep at once in ſympathetic ſtreams ? 

And you too, gentle, venerable Cam, 

Who lave the Muſes” ſeat, ſo fair in fame, 

Thy peaceful urn with theirs eſſay d to join, 

And in one plaint united woes combine. 

To Thames their floods obſequious all they pour, 
While ſilver Thames ſtill kept his wonted ſhore. 
"Twas there no foaming wave, with fury toſs'd, 
Sunk the light bark, or mazr'd the lovely coaſt: 


Bow'd 
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Bow'd with meek grief his reed-curl'd honours low, 
His ſtreams, each murmur huſh'd, forgot to flow: 
No ſporting breeze the mimic billow trac'd, 
No riſing rill the playful Zephyr chas'd. 

And well thefe honours may his name demand, 
And higher far ftom this once happy land. 
Pour forth your urns, weep all your floods away; 
Too mall a tribute to his worth to pay. 
Indulge, ye Britons, now your generous grief, 
Now give the tear to flow, the breaſt to heave; 
The heaving breaſt, the flowing tear will tell, | 
How Albion's ſons could weep, when Fxeverrck fell. 
Now ſonnd ſoft-breathing airs to mournful ſtrains, 
Call all the valley nymphs, and woodland trains, 
Each fountain goddeſs, and each ſacred name 
From which the cooly grots derive their fame: 
Then raiſe at once the elegiac lay, 
And Echo waft the pious ſtrain away, 
High o'er the cloud-top'd hills, and far above 
Where Fate permits the curious eye to rove ; 
There ſhall reſound immortal Fx EDERICk's praiſe, 
find he will ſmile propitious on your lays. 

And who more worth the Muſe's ſweeteſt ſong, - 
Of all that glorious, that heroic throng, 
Who crowd the faireſt page of blooming fame, 
And ſtill-freſh trophies to their honour claim? 
Is it for thoſe, whoſe wills all mortals ſway, 
To deal them woes, and raviſh joys away? 
Are then the Gods ſo much to envy giv'n, | 
And dwell ſuch paſſions in the pow'rs of heav'n? 
Elſe why command with ſuch a fatal haſte 


Cold Death in teeming bloom ſuch hopes to blaſt? 
L 3 But 
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But that forgive ye powers ! nor truth diſown; 5 Tl 


The Gods of Albion's bliſs were jealous grown, Fo 
And ſigh'd for FxEpERICk to increaſe their own. l 
Well might ye ſigh, too happy powers above; Til 

« For ſure he knew to merit heav'nly love. Th 
A ſoul ſo great, and yet ſo modeſt too; No 
All, all but FxeperICk his own virtues knew. But 
Ves, mighty Georce, he grac'd thy glorious name, Pou 
Sacred to high renown, and laſting fame. Thi 
Search all thy freedom-loving race to meet | Thi 
One more exalted, or more truly great. For 
What tho” his ſword ne'er led the deep array, | Thi 
Beam d on embattled ranks, and flaſh'd diſmay ; * 
What tho' his arm, unus'd ſure fate to wield, Nor 
Ne er ftrew'd, like thine, with foes the well-fought field, His 
A heart as brave his manly breaſt could boaſt Ane 
As or the Trojan, or the Grecian hoſt, | Wit 
When dauntleſs Hector ſpread the carnage wide, Th⸗ 
Or dread Achilles ſtem'd the battle's tide. Hac 
But timorous Albion——ah ! how vain her care | He 
Ne'er ſent him forth to roll the din of war, Her 
Or crown with laurels the triumphal car. Ps 2 And 
But to each rip'ning art t' extend his aid, See, 
And call each finer ſcience from the ſhade; So 1 
To know in war's juſt fury to engage, « A 
And when to rouſe, and when to check its rage; «IV 
The ſalutary balm of peace to pour, 1% MN 
And waft rich commerce to the ſmiling ſhore ; « 1 
To rule a people with an equal ſway, «" D 
Jealous of rights, yet willing to obey ; 97 
Upon his ſubje&ts* love to build his throne, « T 


W Thcir joys all his, and his their fair renown ; « A 
G . This, 
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This, this, great prince, was thy tranſcendent * 3 
For this, my ſons, each olive trophy raiſe. 

Oh! had the Fates but ſpun thy ſilken thread, 
Till Albion's crown had grac'd thy royal head, 
Then might the Muſe have ſpar'd her feeble lay, 
Nor veil'd thy glories in a weak eſſay. 

But ſince they now that happy lot deny, 

Pour the ſad verſe, nor ſtop the tearful eye. 

The pious act to diſtant times may ſhew 

The Muſes taught Britannia's tears to flow: 

For oh! each Muſe muſt. weep the fatal day, 
That ſnatch'd their patron, and their pride away. 

Yet not for ever flows the generous ſtream, 
Nor hides reviving joy her friendly beam. 

His courſe tho' ſhort with happieſt love was bleſt, 
And each ſoft tranſport of the ſocial breaſt. 

With Virtue Fortune to adorn him vy'd, 

That gave deſert, and this the faireſt bride. 

Had then Apelles drew the Queen of Love, 

He ſure had left the Goddeſs with her dove ; 
Here he had found a nobler image far, 

And Virtue finiſh'd ev'ry grace and air. 

See, the big drops upon his urn ſhe pours ; 

So looks Aurora in the ſofteſt ſhowers, 

«* And is it thus, ſhe cries, my joys are flown, . 
„My ev'ry hope, my ev'ry comfort gone? 
Were theſe the promiſes of fraudful Fate, 
That crown'd with ev'ry bliſs our happy ſtate? 
« Did it profuſely all its bleſſings ſhed, 

To fink at once this grief-devoted head? 
„The Vindeſt huſband, the ſincereſt friend, 

« And 16ndeſt father, all in Fxzpzr1ck end. 
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«- Ye little mimics of his godlike grace, The 
« Well may ye boaſt the ſemblance of his face; Pro 
« But in your tender minds with virtue ſown Oe 
« He drew a fairer portrait of his own.” Anc 
The conſtant partner of his bliſs and care, Anc 
Each joy ſhe heighten'd, and each grief would ſhare. Swe 
And when the Fates pronounc d the dire command, Far 
And Death ſhook horrible his ebon wand; Leer 
On her fair breaſt his drooping head he lay, Gre 
And ſigh'd to reſt his gentle ſoul away. Till 
His trembling hand her willing arm embrac'd, Anc 
And ftrove, twas all it could, to graſp it faſt; E'er 
His dying eyes, with interrupted gaze, Ap 
By turns ſurvey'd, then loſt the much-lov'd face; In b 
Pale grew the cheek th' expiring prince ador'd, Fra: 
And all the fair ſeem'd dying with her lord. Fir's 
So when ſtern Winter waves his iron wing, Eag 
And leaves the frozen earth to ſofter Spring ; And 
While breathing ſweets Pomona calls the flow'rs, 806 
Paints the gay meads, and dec!:s the fragrant bow'rs; Wh. 
Fair Clytia, mindful of her hapleſs love, | «4 
Peeps forth unſeen in ſome-untrodden grove. The 
There, when the God of Licht rev-als die day; 
To eaſtern hills ſhe turns, id courts his ray; 
And turning ſtill, when in the nud:moſt ſky, 
Sees with fond pain hi winged courſers fly; 
But, when down weſtern ſteeps his car they bear, F 
Hangs her pale head, and drops a x ear. 
But ceaſe, my (ons, enoughto is giv'n, Brit: 
Nor weep imp d at the will © n. N 
Bleſs d is gre: | &EDERICK © 1 | At abods, In ſ⸗ 
Where dwell in bits ſerene al Gods, Brit: 


There 
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There all the heroes ample time can boaſt, 
Proclaim his welcome thro' the lawrell'd hoſt; 
O'er the arch'd ſky their echoing ſhout rebounds, 
And Fxepertick's name from pole to pole reſounds. 
And ſee ; great Geoxce ſtill Albion's ſceptre ſways ; 
Sweep, ſweep the ſounding lyre to GzorGe's praiſe. 
Far diſtant years, and happieſt times ſhall riſe, 
E'er he, his labours paſt, ſhall ſeek the ſkies. 
Great GeorGe's brow Britannia's crown ſhall grace, 
Till FaeperICK's ſon can fill the monarch's place. 
And ſure, if e'er Apollo could preſage, | 
E'er read aright in Time's yet hidden page, | 
A prince as glorious as e er wore her crown : 
In blooming Gro ſhall happy Albion own. | 
Fraught with all Wiſdom's precept can inſpire, i 
Fir'd by the bright example of his fire, f 
Eager for Virtue's prize he'll mount the throne, | 
And teach th' admiring world, he's Fxzperick's ſon,” 

So ſung the Muſe immortal Fxeperick's fame, 
| While liſt'ning valleys echoed back the name. 

« Go ſing to all, ſhe ſaid, the Mule's lay ; ” 
Then ſpread her ſilver wings, and cut the liquid way. 
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By Joux HincHLiFFe, of Trinity Coll. 


| F e'er the Muſe could paint exceſs of woe, 

Now muſt the darkeſt ſhade of ſorrow hide 

Britannia's ſmile ;— for FREDERICK is no more. 
Nigh, where Thames fteals along the grateful ſoit, 

In ſable weeds, grief 's mournful liv'ry, clad, 


Britannia ſat ; ſcarce could her arm uphold 
Her 
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Her drooping head ; oft heav'd the heart-felt ſigh, 

And drop'd the frequent tear ; Deſpair's dark veil 

Spread o'er her face a melancholy gloom : 

Around her Peace and ſiſter Plenty ſtood, 

Part of the rural choir, with early Spring 

And cloſe-lip'd Silence lent attention's' ear ; 

While Peace thus teſtify'd a kind concern : 

« Whence this ſad change, whence ſprings this flood 
of tears? | | 

No more the trump of war, death-threat'ning ſound, 

„ Diſturbs thy reſt ; no more the mother's dread 

Attends her abſent ſon, to death expos'd. 

% When grim Rebellion ſhook her ſnaky locks, 

And graſp'd at empire; Deſolation join'd 

** Her troop ; before pale Fear prepar'd the way; 

< Behind, was left, nought but a wild of waſte, 

« And ſmoke of civics zus d. Ihe poor peaſant 

„ Sigh'd o'er the plain, where but of late he ſang 

In chearful induſtry. I felt thy pain, 

& Drove back the monſter, and reſtor d the ſmile 

Of univerſal joy. Does ought remain 

That Peace can grant, which known ſhe can refuſe ? 

Thus ſpoke the nymph, whoſe ev'ry air ſerene 

Breath'd grace diffuſive ; on her lips was hung 

Perſwaſive rhet'rick; on her brow, concern. 

Oft did Britannia ftrive, but all in vain, 

To pay the tribute juſt of gratitude. 

Then Plenty will'd to cheer the grief-fick maid, 

She ſhew'd her fruitful horn, and promis'd fair 

To ſwell the golden wheat; „With thee, ſhe ſaid, 

* Amid a thouſand other diff rent ſoils, 

<« Free choice has fix d my ſeat ; with thee. the blaſt 
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« Of Famine is unknown ; the ſavage herd, 
« That roam the tyrants of the Lybian ſand, 
« Are held as prodigies. When did the ſun 
Rage ſcorching o'er thy land; or abſent far 
« Make thine the realm of a perpetual night ? 
« When was the time, youth's pride no more could boaſt 
The ſinewy arm? when on the virgin's cheek 
« Faded the roſe's bloom ? ſay then, fair maid, 

od O ſay, why heaves ſo oft thy lab'ring breaſt ? 
Spring brought a flow'ry crown to deck her brow, 

id, The early ſnow-drop, and the daffodil, 
The tender hyacinth with vi'let ſweet : 
For yet the roſe, in diffidence ſecure, 
Fears to expoſe her ſhort-liv'd gayety ; 
And filver lillies, hid within their buds, 
Await the courtſhip of the warmer ſun. [ 
The offer pleas'd the nymph, but not the gift : | 
At length ſhe rais'd her head with grief depreſs'd, 
And melting Sorrow loos'd her fetter'd tongue. 
When thus ſhe ſpoke : © He's dead, alas ! he's dead ! 
No more expect, ye once ſo courted train, 
To meet Britannia's ſmile. Hail, Sorrow, hall ! 

f With thee for ever be my ſad abode; 

Beneath the covert of ſome lonely cell, 

* With ivy clad ; where haunts the duſky bat, 
Where ſhrieks the bird of night; and fancy paints 
Grim horror in a thouſand ghaſtly forms. 
* There will I, joining in the doleful throng, 
With thee give tear for tear, and ſigh for ſigh. 
O Death, could nought the ſpotleſs mind avail, 
Could nought the royal conſort's earneſt pray r, 
Nor youthful innocence retard the iroke ? 

* Could'ſt 
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« Couldſt thou dry-ey'd behold the tragic ſcene 
« Of ſo much virtue in ſo much diftrefs ? 

« He fell indeed, thy ſpoil, great FRED ERIcx fell; 
The people's darling, and Britannia's prince; 

« Great as his father, as his father lov'd.“ 

Thus ſpoke Britannia ; and again ſhe wept: 

When lo! a Form, unſeen before, approach'd, 

In veſtment white, like very Sanctity; 

At diſtance ſeem'd a frown. upon her brow ; 

An iron ſceptre, and a rigid law 

Seem'd in her hands; but as ſhe nearer came 

In majeſty of gait, ſhe fairer grew : 

More pleaſing ſmil'd her viſage ; length of days 

Was in her right hand ; in her left ſhe held 

Riches and honour; onward ſuch ſhe drew, 

Yclept Religion; all the rural choir 

Bow'd due obeyſance. She, in counſel wiſe, 

Began: © Forbear, Britannia, lawleſs grief; 

Thy fate is mine; if thou alas! ſhould'ſt fall, 

« Where could Religion find a ſafe retreat, 

Which Perſecution e er would ceaſe to haunt ? 

« Still GzorGE ſurvives, to guide the peaceful ſtate; 
« Still blooms the fruitful branch, and long ſhall bloom 


In youth ſucceſſive. True, great Faxeperick fell: 


« Twas heaven's will, and heaven's will be done. 
* 'Thy triumph, Death, is ſhort; he fell to riſe ; 
On earth he loſt, in heav'n he gain'd a crown.” 


An 
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AN AUNCIENTE PROPHECIE. 
By Join Tean, B. A. of St. John's Coll, 


— — —  Alack for woe, 
That ought had happe mote blotte ſo faire a ſhowe ! 
But tyde of tyme doth fvll rovghe rolle a-way, 
Novght it can choake, nor ought can it force ſtaye; 
And ſvre as tydeth tyme, ſo ſure I telle, 
For much goode yeare, comethe ſucceſſione ille. 
Forthewithe then I unmiſterie, 


What token once a dredefull daye. 


The crowne of concorde off ſhall droppe ; 
And who ſo ſtrong to take it vp? 
The lyone foote the greene ſee—ſhippes be ſailde; 
And redde bloode reeke in forrain fielde: 
The hoviewife mann'de vnmann'de muſt bee; 
And meny mayden hearts bleede inwerdly ! 
Then—ſlowe riſe ſcarre-crowe troope, like floyde ! 
And dippe the Bilbo blade in blovde: 
This this and this moone waxxe and wane, 
'Fore this bavlde troope gang backe againe : 
Gray-bearde, I wot, ne'ere had in poake 
A tale to match with this in forte! 
Fewe Zodiake ſignes rvnne ore —ſtart eye! 
Ne warre ne civill jarre rede I! 
—Th' old trotte ſhall whine for loſs of kee, 
All bedded in the highe-graſſe lea: 
Badde happe! bvt ſtill myſt othere comme, 
Earthe qvaketh twice in high-ſtreete towne: 
And folke ſhall waxxen all in feare, 1 
M ; Devyſinge 
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Devyſinge little what be neare—— 

When tyde of tyme thus farre hathe rynne, _ 
The full ſucceſſione then is comme, 
And woefvll doing mvit be done 1 
The hearte ſhall heave, the heade ſhall ake, —( 


And meny an eye ſhall maken weepe ; Wh 
For golden opiniones avgvrre a good man ovte, No 
Who jvit ſhall riſe, bvt ſoone mvſt ſette: No! 
The dead-man's knelle is knoll'de, I ken, Wh 
And who mote eche his babye-ſpan ! Anc 
My graye lockes qvake] my worke is done: I'd 
'The warninge bell to thee is rvnge ! The 
Bvt alle thinges change, and alle thinges tvrne ! 2 ot 
| ut 
A® me!] the luckleſs chime | Or 
I little counted, for I ſimply thought; Full 
Nor deem'd that heav'n did note | The 
The wrecks of time! 85 All 
But ah ! the hour is paſt! In 1 
The hour, which never ceaſe to weep 
Fair Liberty, all light of wing ; But 1 
The Muſes, ever wont to ſing; by | Thy 
All as they penſive tread the mountain-fteep! = All a 
And could I bid all peace to thy fair ſrade! Yon 
A greet, of ſtop too high for ſhepherd's ſtraw, Wha 
Whoſe uncouth yearnings uſe an humbler ftrain ; Yet ( 
I would the bold full-pafſion'd plain, | Whic 
Sacred to Wonder, and to Sorrow too ! A pri 
Would I might ſweep the antie wilde, | © Wl Card 


"Mong holy tow'rs, by Time unpil'd ; 
Whoſe reliques, ſhew'd in moon-beam light, 
Pity might tear to Sickneſs quite 

Or view the princely heaped tomb, 


That 
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That Wonder deigns to look upon, 

The pyramid——whence might be ſought 

Tall Metaphor, and gloomy Thought, 

And toily plan that Grief hath wrought ! 
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—Or to ſome mountain I would up, 

Where torrents tumble from the top ; 

Now peep at ſky, in fiery ſhew ; 

Now ſee the high-voic'd waves below ! 
While peopled hulks are whembling by, 
And ſtore of fragments beating high, 

I'd catch a new-felt ſympathy ! 

The ſtrain might then full well proportion'd be; 
Not ſimply ſullen ſhould it move, 

But bolt, as thunder from above ! 

Or like the light'ning it ſhould blaze, 
Full fancy fire the orb in which it plays ! 
The Muſe ſhould then——a mourner come 
All fable-clad ſhould ſlow ſtalk on, 

In ſtately ſad nary 


But well I ween, 

Thy Paſting dirged by the ſtarry tribe, 

All as thou mak'ſ full wing, to gladly gain 

Yon higher ſeat of Fame ! 

What boots thee then an earthly fame beſide ! 

Yet O! let this fair Eulogy be taught, 

Which kings may bluſh to hear © "T'was Peace he ſought, 
A prince, who bold in Faith to Fame's tribunal came; 
Car'd to be good the reſt he left to Fame,” 
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By CHRISTOPHER HERVE Y, Fellow-Commoner 


of Clare-Hall. 


a HE paths of providence what eye can ſcan, 
Or who unfold the ways of God to man ? 

Yet ſtill, tho' miſts exclude our eager ſight, 

And what we judge moſt wrong is oft neſt right, 


Still muſt we mourn that hour, which ſinks the great, 


And deprecate th' arreſting hand of Fate. 

O thou, whoſe flight no longer earth reſtrains, 
Who joyful ſoareſt o'er etherial plains ; 
Whoſe eyes enlighten'd thoſe bleſs'd ſcenes ſurvey, 
Where blaze the glories of eternal day; 
Where ſouls harmonious ſhall thy name adore, 
And earthly grandeur can moleſt no more; 
From thoſe bright climes O lend a gracious ear, 
Accept the mournful tribute of a tear.. 


See! Britain's Genius drooping hangs her head, 


Her ſpear inverted, and her laurels dead, 
Her ſapp'd foundations nod beneath their load, 
And fears of future ill her hopes corrode. 
E'en diſtant countries imitate her woe, 
The bleak Atlantick ſhudders at the blow ; 
From eaſt to weſt the fatal rumour ſpeeds, 
And either India's ſwarthy region bleeds. 

Yet let not France new hopes of empire form, 
Sea-girted Albion fears no foreign ſtorm. 
In vain their oaks forſake their native woods, 
And tow'ring pines exult upon the floods : 
Their arms and heroes vainly they prepare, 
In vain they menace all the pomp of war: 


ner 
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A preſent ſovereign guards our mournful tate, 

Firm in itſelf, unconquerably great. 

Secure of hoſtile rage, her rocky ſhore 

England preſerves, tho' FREDERICK is no more. 
O could my Muſe in Pope's correctneſs flow, 

Or with the warmth of Dryden's fancy glow ; 

Then would I, prince, thy character rehearſe, . 

In ſounding numbers, and in ſacred verſe : 

But tho' my verſe ſhall ſoon diſſolve away, 

Thy fame ſhall live a ſtranger to decay. 

The univerſe itſelf ſhall own thee great, 

And future ages ſhall lament thy fate. 


By ERasMus DARWIN, of St. John's College. 


Os that ſad day what tears Britannia ſhed ! 
How pour'd her anguiſh o'er the mighty dead ! 

Thames, on thy ſhore the widow'd mourner ſtood, 

And figh'd her ſorrows to the reſtleſs flood ; 

Accus'd the Gods, appeal'd to ev'ry ſhade, 

And tore the wreathed laurel from her head. 


« Ye meads enamell'd. and ye waving woods, 
With diſmal yews and ſolemn cypreſs mourn ; 
« Ye riſing mountains, and enſilver'd floods, 


Repeat my ſighs, and weep upon his urn. 


ce Oft in your haunts the young Marcellus ſtray d, 


There oft in thought your future glories plan d, 
+ Bade ſacred Science lift her laurel'd head, 
*« And Peace extend her olive oer the land. 


M 3 « Enrich'd 
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« Enrich'd with all of fair, and great, and good, 
That guides the monarch, or adorns the man, 
& Albion in him a future father view'd, 
« Strong o'er the world, as o'er himſelf to reign, 


« III- fated youth ! no Albion thou ſhalt ſee; 

&« No world haſt thou to rule, no crown to come, 
4. Nor monarch, nor the man remain to thee, 

« Thy robe a ſhroud, and all thy court a tomb 


« On yon fair eminence the cedar ſtood, 

% Ocer diſtant lands he ftretch'd the ſhade immenſe, 
& Firſt of the fields and king of all the wood, 

% The ſun's defiance, and the flocks defence: 


Nurs'd in his ſhade the infant ſcyons grow, 

*« Unknown to ſtorms their healthy bloſſoms ſpread, 
& Drink foſt'ring juices from the parent bough, 

« And promiſe like protection to the mead. 


Sudden the ftorm——the red-wing'd thunders roar, 
« The cedar-foreſt felt the forceful wound; 

* Shock'd-from his root, the heaving rocks up-tore, 
And ruſh'd in cumbrous ruin on the ground. 


& "Pius fading fell the bloom of Albion's throne, 
% Sudden, unwarn'd,—Heav'n ſent no friendly cail; 
ﬆ Youth bade him live, and Virtue reach'd a crown, 
« While Fate relentleſs meditates his fall. 


. We faw his conſort ſtay the drooping head 
He claſp'd his babes, his country's anguiſh wept ; 

4 Then famk ſerene upon. the languid bed, 
Death drew the curtain, and the hero ſlept. 


« At 


9 
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& At ſhining marks is ſwifter vengeance thrown, - 
Does Death in avarice ſieze the richeſt ſpoil, 


Do clouds rejoice to veil the mid-day fun, 
And Fortune ſmite us, when ſhe ſeems to ſmile ?” 


Our bliſs unbloſſom'd, all our glories fled, 


* Our wither'd beauty's languid, pale, and wan; 
% Ye Gods! how ſlender and how weak a thread 
«« Suſtains our bleſſings, if they hang on man! 


“Oft at the fall of kings, th' aſtoniſh'd eye. 
“Views fancy'd tumults in the midnight gleams, 
5 Sees glitt'ring creſts, and darting lances fly, 
« 'Till one thick cloud abſorbs the ſportive beams. 


« Such ſhades are life! Ambition waves her plume, 
And Fortune's tinſel glitters o'er the mead, = 


Till Fate o'erſpreads th'-impenetrable gloom, 


* And ſuns and ſtars ſubmit before the ſhade.” 


THUS the ſad mourner bade her ſorrows flow, 
fadulg'd her pains, and told his worth in woe : 
While liſt'ning ſurges learnt the moving ſong, 
Hung on the lay, and ling ring mourn'd along, 
Impaſſion'd echoes ſwell'd the plaintive cry, 
And whiſp'ring winds prolong'd the tender figh.. 
When from his ſilver throne the waves among, 
In ſoft concern the watry monarch ſprung ; 
His brows begirt with Iris“ circling, ray, 

That calms the tempeſt and revives the day : 
« Forbear to mourn” (He wav'd the ſcepter'd hand, 


Silent the winds, the waves ſubſiding ſtand) 


o CAMBRIDGE VERSES. 

&: Vour prince ſtill lives, immortals never die, 

« On angel plumes he mounts in yonder ſky ; - 

« What tho' illuſtrious in the courts of Jove 

« He wears perhaps a brighter crown above, 

« He ſtill on Albion's realms may deign to ſmile, . 
« And ſhed the ſunſhine on her bliſsful iſle, 

« With hand unſeen ſome hidden thread direct, 

* Still point the haven, and the helm protect. 

« If dies the day upon the weeping lawn, 

« Luſtres as fair revive the riſing dawn; 

« Tf Summer yields to chill Arcturusꝰ blaſt, 

* Her groves diſhonour'd, and her furrows waſte; 
« Spring's genial wing returning broods the plain, 
&« Fields wave with gold, and meadows laugh again. 
« If ruſhing ſtorms the lawleſs ſurges ſwell, 
« And gulphy eddies toſs the fearful keel, 
« Again ſerene the freighted billows glide, 
« And barks triumphant ſtem th' applauding Pp 
« Again rich India ſpreads her filken fails, 

« And ſeeks my harbours born by ſpicy gales, 

« Rejoicing nations crowd the banks of Thame, 
« AndGeokGe and Peace diffuſe th' indulgent beam.“ 


By J. G. Kino, of Gonvil and Caius: College, 


Eclin'd beneath a willow's lonely ſhade, 
AvucusTA mourn'd her royal conſort dead. 
The ſetting ſun had ting'd the weſtern floods, 
The warbling ſongſters ceas'd to glad the woods; 
Nor ev'n ſweet Philomel, from {pray to ſpray, 
To her reſponſive pour'd the penſive lay; 
| Nor 
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Nor ſparkling ftars ſhoot forth a trembling light. 
Nor bluſhing Cynthia chear'd the gloom of night.. 
Her wretched comfort was t' indulge her woes, 
The laſt fad refuge that misfortune knows 
Whilſt at her feet a murm'ring eddy glides, 
Her frequent tears increaſe the wat'ry tides ; 
The-ecchoing rocks to her complaints reply, 
And winds condoling render ſigh for ſigh. 
With ſorrow-ſhining-eyes, all pale and wan, 
She thus her grief-inſpired ſong began 

* From morn till eve, from eve till riſing morn,, 
« All ſadly-ſighing, penſive, and forlorn, 
«©. No hopes by day I find, by night no reſt. 
© What means this tempeſt in my throbbing breaſt ?' 
* Strange force of love by which my boſom's toſt, 
Each other care in thoſe ſoft tumult's loſt ! 
% Ah! luckleſs fate, for ever will I moan, 
« The dear companion of my life is gone 
Each joy was heighten'd, and'each-baleful grief 
« With him divided brought its own relief. 
« How ſhall I now ſuſtain his timeleſs fate, 
“ Or where the fullneſs of my woes relate ? 
« To whom reveal the ſecrets of my heart, 
« Diſcharge my ſorrows, or my joys impart ?' 
« Could not, alas! His matchleſs virtues ſave, 
« Or piety recall him from the grave? 
« Muſt he now no more caſt back one longing view, 
« Or fondly bleſs me with a laſt adieu ? 
« Adieu ! dear partner of my joys ! my fame, 
And joys, and pleaſures now have loſt their name. 
With plaintive ſighs around thy ſacred urn, 


Each patriot breaſt thy Albion's loſs bemourn; 
| A. 
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« A nation's tears bedew thy dreary ſhrine, 
« A nation's ſorrows are excell'd by mine. 

© Thoſe ſcenes where oft with him I did reſort, 
The grove thick-bow'ring, or the ſplendid court, 
Are now bereft of ev'ry pleaſing grace, 
& And ſullen ſorrow low'rs in ev'ry face. 
& How grateful once were Cliefden's noon- day ſhades, 
Its ev'ning breezes, and its op'ning glades; 
« There we unmindful of the time have ſtray d, 
* Whilſt by our fide our blooming offspring play'd ! 
4 How briſk the looks of ev'ry blithſome ſwain, 
When Love and FREDERICK rul'd the happy plain! 
&© How ſweet the flow'rs that deck the ſmiling mead, 
Where ſpring freſh-op'ning all its fragrance ſhed ! 
„ His much-lov'd form theſe rural ſcenes reſtore, 
* The flow'ry meadows now delight no more ; 
« No more with joy I view the blithſome ſwain, 
ce And wood-girt Cliefden ſeems a deſart plain 


« Whilſt weeping round his hapleſs orphans mourn,. 


&* And wond'ring aſk me for their fire's return; 

The winning mildneſs and majeſtic grace, 
Their father's likeneſs living in each face, 

With doubled griefs oppreſs my weary'd breaſt, 

The ſad remembrance that I once was bleſs'd ! 

* Who now ſhall guard their innocence and youth, 

* Their ſpotleſs honour, and untainted truth; 

In virtue's paths their generous ſouls direct, 

* To glory form them, and from harm protect? 
Sometimes, my ſenſes by ſoft ſleep poſſeſt, 

“A pleaſing viſion ſooths my troubled breaſt, 

6 His lov'd idea to theſe longing eyes 

* My fancy gives, tho' cruel fate denies ; 
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« I ſtrive to ſtay him, claſp the yacant place, / 
The dear deluſion flies my fond embrace, 
« The kind deceitful dream my limbs foregoes, 
« From fancy'd bliſs I wake to real woes 

« Perhaps cen now from yon celeſtial plains, 
« Where peace and harmony for ever reigns, 
« He views my griefs with ſympathizing love, 
« If any care can reach the realms above. 
« Oh! not unmindful of thy plighted vow, 
ge thou my genius, and my guide be thou; 
Let ſad AvcusTa claim thy guardian care, 
« Avert thoſe evils thou waſt wont to ſhare; 
« Thro' life's perplexing maze direct my heart, 
„Till bliſs ſhall join us----never more to part 


By J. PaxkHuRsT, B. A. of Clare-Hall. 


T. 
HILE ſome in artful elegy deplore 
« Britannia's loſs, and FRRDERIk now no more, 
My grief o'erflows the commons bounds of woe, 
No uſual bourn my verſe or ſorrows know. 


Now, now, O king of terrors, may 'ſt thou triumph! 
Now may'ſ thou boaſt thy deadly-certain. aim; 

For ſince th Almighty gave thee to deſtroy 

The human race, and blaſt our ev'ry joy, 
When ever fell of men a nobler name? 

ae 

A nobler name — for ſhall the ſavage race, 

Of conq'ring madmen, by ambition hurl'd, 
Whoſe glory's deflation, "and the blaze 


Of fallen empires, and a ruin'd world 
| Shall 


144 CAMBRIDGE VERSES. 
Shall theſe meet praiſe ? ſhall impious altars burn, 
Cemented by the blood of millions ſlain ? 


And ſhall the Mule deny a pious tear, 
Deny a deathleſs monument to rear 
O'er FREDERICK's urn, 


That ſweeteſt, kindeſt, goodlieſt of men 


III. 


Witneſs Britannia's ſighs, her throbbing breaſt! 
O! let our eyes in ſpeaking ſilence tell, 


How much belov'd he hv'd, 
How much deplor'd he fell ! 


Come then, each ſocial Virtue, come 


And weep around the royal tomb ; 

For him prepare your choiceſt crown, 

For FREDERICK was all your own. 
IV. 


Behold ! Paternal Tenderneſs advance ! 


His face o erſpread with heart-felt woe, 


When he ſpies the ſacred bier, 
See | how tears unbidden flow! 
Next, Conjugal Affection view, 
With ſpringing beauties ever new; 
On the much-lamented grave 
Lo! how fixt his longing eye, 
As tho' his favourite he'd ſave 
From the arreſt of Deftiny. 


| V. 
See! the thronging Virtues moan, 


With wiſhful hands uplift to heav'n, 
Their lovelieſt pupil ever ſhewn—— 5 


Shewn to mankind, alas not. giv n. 


2 


All 
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VI. 
All hail to thee ! much honour'd royal ſhade! 
Accept this tribute to thy merit paid. 
O!] for a voice to make that merit known, 
Fai as Britannia's awſul thunders roll: 
Then ſhould thy moral influence, like the ſun, 
Inform the raviſh'd world from pole to pole. 
VII. 
But tho' each ſorrowing Muſe were dumb, 
Tho” grief had filenc'd ev'ry lay, 
Vet would thy virtues from the tomb 
Triumphant, in a flood of day 
laze in thy offspring grateful pledges giv'n, 
That Britain's ſtill the darling care of heav'n. 
Sparks ſtill ſurvive of that etherial fire, 
Which ever warm'd thy patriot-breafſt z 
Georce, proud to emulate his ſire, 
Shall bleſs mankind, and by mankind be bleſt. 


By GitBeRT CARTER, of Caius College. 


Nthron'd imperial on her gilded car 
Britannia glitt'ring ſat, whoſe lawrel wreaths, 
Incirc'ling, wanton'd on her ſtately brow 
With never-fading green : the ſacred Nine, 
Soaring o'er peaceful climes with boundleſs wing, 
Her tuneful lyre uprear'd ; and ſongs of peace 
Trill'd from her melting voice in ſtriking notes, 
And danc'd luxuriant on the trembling ftring. 
The grateful ſcene of Bzuxswick's regal train 
Her thoughts employ'd, which Nature's ductile hand 
Has oft of late with riſing grace adorn'd, 
N 


2 


And 
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And fill'd the leaf; on whoſe extenſive page \ R 
Her gladſome iſle might read ſucceſſive bliſs, B 
Dawn'd from their infant hands with bright'ning ray. P 
With cheerful looks ſhe kiſs'd the boons of fate, P. 
And hymn'd her gratitude in echoing lays : Ir 
Whe.. inauſpicious Fame impetuous flew, H 
Sounding with hoarſe alarm the direful news Ir 
Of FxeDeRICK's death: the fatal blaſt o'erſpread 1 
Th' afflicted earth, and wing'd from hill to hill, Ci 
Lamenting Echo bore the lab'ring ſound. Jo 
The blooming ſcene by Fate's precarious hand, A 
With vary'd pencil form'd, its luſtre chang'd Le 
And penſive Grief diffus'd her ſable ſhroud. Ar 
'Thns when the Morn beams forth her orient ſmiles Ar 
On Nature's brood with unobſtructed glance, Be 
Some cloud malignant heaves its duſky plumes, W 
And bellowing mounts the ſkies, whilſt claſhing hail W. 
Parts from its froſty dome with rapid force, Lo 
And ſtrips the flow 'ry lawn: no more the ſun 
With genial pow'r inſpires the wakeful lark 
To chaunt her mattin ſong: no longer ſees 
Harmonious Nature deck with wonted care 
Her teeming family: with thick*ning gloom - 
The ſtorm triumphant diſappoints the day. 8 
Pale as the ſilver moon the vanquiſh'd ſun Th, 
Reſigns the fields of air: whoſe languid ray Wit 
Steals through the watry glade, till floods of grief Hit 
Roll their deep waves and veil the ſorrowing orb. He: 
Not leſs Britannia moan'd, whoſe ſinking Muſe Wh 
With drooping pinions clos'd her chearful ſong : Fac 
The ruby ſtream, which grac'd her bluſhing cheek, To 
Or ceas'd to flow, or chang'd its beauteous hue. ah And 
als 
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Rais'd in their chryſtal fluice, two gath'ring tears 
Bedim'd her ſparkling eyes, which following drops, 
Preſs d by the guſhing fount, in trickling rills | 
Pour'd on her iv'ry neck: her ſlack'ned hair 

In locks diſhevel'd fell: her ſilken robes 

Hung looſe, and ſoon forgot their tyrian die. 

In mournful ſtrain ſhe rais'd her fainting hand, 

And gent ly touch'd. the ftring, whilſt fault'ring words 
Crept in ſlow notes and fan'd the flutt'ring air. 

Join in her plaint, ye tuneful ſons of Cam, ) 
And throng the ſtream, which erſt in wanton bounds 
Leap'd to the jocund pipe or chearful lyre, 

And led the dance, now murm'ring lulls the ſong. 

And calls for humbler lays : in doleful dirge 

Bewail Britannia's loſs, nor ſtrive to tell, 

Where in yon argent fields the wafted ſoul i 

Wings its ethereal flight, which human bard, 

Loſt in the wide expanſe, in vain purſue. 


By Kenner G1B$0N, of Chriſt's College. 


Tretch'd on the beach, thy genius, Albion, lay, 
Where Thames in ocean ends his winding wayg 

The-azure tide, which late his banks o'erſpread, 
With refluent waves now ſought its native bed : 
Hither, when vain her cfforts were to ſave 
Her mueh-lov'd FxEDERIex longer from the grave; 
When now blind Fate had lit the vital thread, | 
Each grace was faded, and each beauty fled ; 
To moan her own and Virtue's loſs ſhe came, 


And made the ſhores repeat the lovely name, 


N z Her 
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Her ſoon the monarch of the main ſurvey'd, 

And riſing, thus beſpoke the weeping maid : 

« Why flows the tear, why heaves thy big-ſwol'n breaſt? 
« Say, why's Britannia thus with grief oppreſt ? 

« The mad'ning din of war no more alarms, 

« No widow'd mothers mourn the fate of arms, 
Thy ſons ſecure the ſweets of peace enjoy, 

« And arts, not arms, ſhall now each youth employ. 
He ceas'd.. The guardian goddeſs thus replies : 

« Aſk ye the cauie from whence my griefs ariſe ? 

«© 'Tho' ſmiling Peace diffuſe her glad'ning ray, * 
« And Ggoxco but rules, as Juſtice points the way; 


40 
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cc 
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« 


« 'Tho' Freedom owns his mild and eaſy reign, 
«© Unaw'd by Hydra Faction's ſavage train: Ru 
& Yet ſince we've loft, O! loſt the faireſt flower, Mr 
« That e'er bedeck'd the ſhining ſcenes of power; An 
Albion no more ner wonted charms retains, Th 
« A gloomy horror clouds her mournful plains, Stil 
« No more the Muſes wake their warbling lyres, 7 
« To trill the ſtrains that genial joy inſpires ; Wh 
« But in the plaintive ditty ſadly ſlow, Sud 
The melting boſom pours forth all its woe. Fro 
« His ſacred herſe ſee! weeping Granta ſtrew, Nez 
% With tears to Learning's gentle guardian due. Anc 
| «© Oft for dead conqu'rors has the lyre been ſtrung, At 
« But milder virtues now demand the ſong. All 
When Cromwell to the realms of night was hurl'd, Sloy 
* Torn in loud tempeſts from the trembling world ; And 
*© 'Tho' Nature ſicken'd at the baleful blaſt, Whi 
« And with the tyrant almoſt breath'd her laſt; Ref 
% Yet Waller's tributary numbers paid Stret 
“ Immortal honours to his dreary ſhade. All 


9 «© Without 
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«© Without or his, or haughty Cæſar's guilt, 
No lands uſurp'd, no blood unjuſtly ſpilt, 
« Sunk FREDERICK ſafely in the arms of death, 
« And calmly as he liv'd reſign'd his breath, 


Nor to th' etherial domes was e'er convey d 
A nobler gueſt, or more illuſtrious ſhade. 


By James MarrtioTT, of Trinity Hall. 


of {004mg at the folemn hour when ghoſts repair | . 
To earth, and glide along the midnight air; | 

When all was huſh'd, except a bell, whoſe toll | 4 

Rung the ſad knell of ſome departing ſoul ; 1 

Muſing ] lay on life's uncertain date, i 

And the vain glories of this mortal ſtate,” 

Then ſunk to reſt, but knew no calm repoſe, 

Still doom'd to ſcenes of viſionary woes. 

Along theſe gloomy iſles I ſeem'd to tread, - 
Where ſleep entomb'd Britannia's mighty dead; 
Sudden the diſtant, plaintive echoes found 
From vaulted roofs, and hollow tombs around ; - 

Near and more near, the doubling voices rife, 

And gleaming tapers ſtrike my wond'ring eyes. 

At length an-awful train appear'd in view, 

All cloth'd in flowing veſts of ſnowy hue ; - 

Slow, ſolemn, ſad, they trod, a tuneful throng, 
And ſwell'd in lengthen'd notes the melancholy ſong ; 
While mournful ſounds the organ's breath inſpire, 
Reſponſive pealing to the pauſing choir. 

Stretch'd on a bier, in ermine robes array d, 

All pale in death, a form majeſtic laid; 

N 3 With 


With royal arms the pall embroider'd o'er, 
Soft as they trod, the garter'd nobles bore ; 
At each ſlow ſtep they drop'd a filent tear, 
And ſighing crowds of mourners clos'd the rear. 
Methought, as near the ſad proceſſion drew, 
The marble urns all ſweat a clammy dew ; 
Loud jar the brazen gates, the ſtatues nod, 
And awful tremblings rock the dread abode. 
By time-worn vaults, and manſions of the dead, 
Penſive I ſaw the weeping orders tread, 
Then ſigh'd, and woke ; and now the morning came, 
The morning big with melancholy fame; 
Our flowing tears the general loſs deplore, 
The friend, the prince, the patriot breathes no more, 
Weep, Britain, weep in agonizing woe, 
And rend the laurel from thy mournful brow ; 
Lo! where in Death's encircling arms he lies ; 
With him thy pride, with him thy glory dies. 
"Tis thus in vain to tranſient life we truſt, 
And each fair hope falls wither'd in the duſt. 
O ! if to bear a mild, a generous heart, 
To act each ſocial and each patriot part, 
Fill ev'ry ſcene with dignity and eaſe, 
In conſcious merit ever ſure to pleaſe ; 
To be whate'er the great, the good admire, 
The faithful huſband, and the tender fire ; 
Ardent to gain a nation's juſt applauſe, 
And ever active in the public cauſe; 
If, Britons, theſe can claim the general tear, 
Approach, and pour the grateful tribute here. 
Fate, be thy darts at vulgar boſoms hurl'd, 
The ſname, the refuſe of a ſelfiſh world; 


7 Mean 
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Mean ſouls, who feel no int'reſt but their own ; 
Of wealth who bow before the golden throne ; 
Rich in the tears from orphans eyes that flow ; 
Great, and triumphant in a nation's woe: 
But know, dread pow'r, fair Virtue cannot die, 
She ſcorns the earth, and ſeeks her parent fky. 
Urns, like their dead, ſhall moulder into duſt, 
And Time tread down the monumental buſt ; 
The ftars muſt fall, the heav'ns be wrap'd in fire, 
And Death himſelf by his own ſhafts expire; 
Crown'd with immortal youth ſhall Virtue bloom, 
Defy the ſtroke, and triumph o'er the tomb, 

Farewell, great foul! O may thy ſhade be bleſt, 
And Seraphs waft thee to eternal reſt. 
Farewell, great ſoul! till nature's ſecond birth, 
Secure we truſt thy relicts to the earth ; 
There, till the trump ſhall rend th' aitoniſh'd fkies, 
And with loud echoes bid the dead ariſe, 
Sleep undiſturb'd, amid that glorious train, 
Whoſe honour'd bones yon hallow'd ſhrines contain ; . 
The laurel'd bard, the philoſophic ſage, . 
Who'er delighted, or inform'd an age, if 
Warriors, who bled in freedom's glorious cauſe, 4 
Patriot,, whoſe counſels ſav'd expiring laws, 
Kings, whoſe good deeds ſtill grateful nations tell, is 
Who liv'd below d like thee, like thee lamented fell, f 
What!tho' thy tomb no martial trc phy boaſts, A 

For ravag'd nations. and for flaughter'd hoſts ; 
What tho' no crouching captives frown in ſtone, 
And bound beneath thy ſtatue ſeem to groan ; 
Yet ſhall, where'er thy peaceful aſhes ſleep, 
The friends of Britain and of Freedom weep; - 


Each 
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Each peaceful Virtue ſhall thy grave ſurround, 
And muſing Silence watch the holy ground: 
There too the Muſe her choiceſt wreaths ſhall bring, - 
There to thy ſoul her ſoothing requiem fing, - 
There to thy fame with generous labour raiſe 

The time-defying pyramid of praiſe. 

But O] if ought departed ſpirits now, 

Or heav'nly minds are touch'd-with things below ; - 
If thoſe, who erſt to loftieſt views aſpir'd,-- 

With love of fame, of public virtue fir'd, - 

Yet urge the glorious taſk, ordain'd to wait 
Miniſtrant guardians of a nation's fate; 

Still as thy Britain's Genius may'ſ thou ſtand, - 
And o'er her kingdoms ftretch thy ſaving hand, 
Far from her ſhores avert with watchful care 
The flames of Diſcord, and the rage of War, 
Give Peace to rule for ever o'er her plain, 

And ſpread her empire o'er the boundleſs main. 
So may kind heav'n propitious hear our pray”rs, 
And crown thy father's life with length of years; 
And when he late the debt of nature pays, 
Mature in honours, as mature in days ; 
Then may thy offspring to the throne ariſe, 
And bleſs, like him, like thee, a nation's eyes; 
With equal footiteps tread the paths of fame, 
And join the patriot's to the monarch's name. 
Thus long as round,3ritannia's ſounding ſhores 
His hoary waves embracing Ocean pours, 
Thy fair.deſcendants ſhall the ſceptre ſway, 
Shall teach the willing Briton to obey, 
From age to age a bright ſucceſſion ſhine, - 
And Fate and Freedom guard the Bxunswick line. 
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| 
By ErwaRrD DERING, Fellow Commoner of ql. 
St. John's Coll. eldeſt ſon of Sir Epw. Dexixc, Bart. | | 


12 villag'd Care had ſwung the morning flail, 
When chaunting cocks the doubtful day-light hail; 
Forth from her Attic dome all ſadly ſlow, 
With pale miſchance deep-viſag'd on her brow, 
Dreſt by the ſlattern hand of artleſs Woe, 
Imperial Granta mov'd: She ſought the cave | 
Whence hoary Camus pour'd his ſleepy wave, | | 
Where moſs clung rev'rend on time-hailow'd ſtone, 1 
And mineral ſtars with humid radiance ſhone; 1 
With rough - wrought rock the glimm' ring arches frown'd, 
And ivy crept o' er ſapphires on the ground: 1 
There on a velvet turf impearl'd with dew, + 
Fed from whoſe rills a bow'ring laurel grew, 3 
The God reclines; his head with oſiers bound, 1 
His waiſt a watry mantle waves und, .. _- 
While all above the choral muſic rings | 
Of Echo prattling with the pebbled ſprings. | 
The Queen arriv'd : She ſpoke and heav'd a ſigh, 
The tear ſoft-trilling from her diamond eye; 
“ Thee, holy fire, Apollo gives to know. 
* 'The mind of dreams, the prophet voice of woe. 
Then read my fears tw as in yon ſolemn fane 
* My ſons to Freedom pour d the votive ſtrain; 
* Myſelf, methought, with honeſt pride elate, i 
** Faſt by the Pow'r enthron'd aſſum'd my ſeat : E 
Then thro' the dome a kingly train proceeds, Th 


The blaze of empire beaming round their heads; 
Alfred 
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« Alfred the wiſe, Eliza child of fame, 
« Edwards and Henries, each a ſacred name, 


Heroes array d 1 in modeſt majeſty, 5 


* Who made their country great, and left it free, 
* Each lowly bow'd : the pow'r her head inclin'd 
© Gracious, and o'er their brows the laurel twin'd. 
e Now bolder joy glows radiant in her face; 
4 William ſucceeds, and Ann, and Brunſwick's race: 
* More and more glorious roſe the growing ſcene, 
ce Till FaeperICx's blooming honours clos'd the train: 
4- Bright as th' efulgence of the God of noon, 
«© Mild as the filver ſtreams of ev ning moon, 
% The youth-advanc'd : the virgin's modeſt cheek, 
The ſage's brow, with looks that ſweetneſs ſpeak, 
© The mien hereditary greatneſs owns; 
Told the grand heir of Albion's ſea-built thrones. 
Wild tranſport caught the Goddeſs; from her hang 
* Drop the proud pileus and the vengeful wand, 
& As from her ſeat, with eager haſte, ſhe ſtrove. 
« To claſp her hero in the arms of love. 
Alas ! not FxEDERIck meets her fond embrace 
* Vaniſh'd in ſenſeleſs air, thro' pathleſs ſpace 
The glorious phantom fled : nor left beneath 
“Save, what the Graces wove, a laurel wreath: 
This ſacred. pledge receiv'd a lovely boy, 
With features with' ring in the bloom of joy. 

The mourner paus'd ; for Camus heard no more, 
Too well he read the Fates prophetic lore : 
Then as the trance of untongued horror ceaſt, 
He hung the languid head, he ſmote his breaſt, 
And utter'd all his woes—— ah, well a day 


« Huſh, bubbling un ye welling urns decay, 
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« And yon grey tow'rs, that quiver in my tide, 

« Fall your proud vaults, your ſtar-tipt ſpires ſubſide ; 
« For ah! the hope of Britain dies! he dies! 

« Death's freezing palm has clos'd his beamleſs eyes ! 

« Nor would ſtern Fate by Britain's prayers be won? 

« Nor could the Goddeſs ſave her darling ſon ? 

« Tho' well I ween, with tendance meet ſhe ſtrove, 

« Lap'd in ſoft dreams, nurſt with a mother's love. 

« How ſoon has Time with wilful touch eras'd 

The flattering ſcene, on which fond Fancy gaz'd ! 

« As when, my waters huddling to the deep, 

« O'er Neptune's front the circling wrinkles creep, 

« I ſaw the glories of his life diffuſe, 

« To where the red horizon ſhuts our views: | 
« But yon fell tempeſt, anarch of the ſea, 9 
Has broke their mazy courſe, their fair array; | 
« O'er mountain waves the curling ſurge is toſt; 
And brave proſpect's in confuſion loft.” 

He ceas'd : the Genius of the land drew near, 
A wreathing dolphin laſh'd his trident ſpear, 

A ſhepherd's pipe was girded in his zone, r 
And various harveſt form'd his plaited crown, 1 
He ſpoke repentant Fate's benign decree, | 10 
The lengthen'd reign of GEOROE and Liberty, 
That FreDErICK's virtues rTip'ning for a throne 
Were pour'd in double portion on his ſon. 

do ſweetly did the ſong of comfort ſound, 

Fair Granta felt not ſorrow's rankling wound ; 
And Camus liſten'd to the tale he told, 

With patient looks of anguiſh half conſol d. 
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By CrarLes Lock, of St. John's College. 


oo ye, whoſe philoſophic breaſts defy 
And ſcorn the childiſh impotence of tears, 
Heave not your hearts with the contagious ſigh, 
While ev'ry eye replete with grief appears ? 


What tho' in that ſerene retreat ye dwell, 
Where ſacred Virtue, with Religion join'd, 

Mocks the vain terrors of the dreaded knell, 

And guides to immortality the mind; 


While the deſtroying angel ſtalks abroad, 
Are ye not mov'd at weeping Britain's woe ? 
Earthquakes preſag'd the long impending rod; 


And FrEDERick's death compleats th avenging blow, 


In him Britannia's ſecond glory fled ; 
Whoſe breaſt, with ev'ry ſocial grace refin'd, 
Improv'd th' endearments of the marriage bed ; 
Britain's great patron, friend of all mankind, 


Him Nature form'd the regal helm to guide, 
Nor leſs to ſhine in ev'ry private ſcene ; 
Nor could the pomp of ſtate thoſe virtues hide ; 
But gave them ftrength, and rais'd them to be ſeen, 


He ne'er the viſionary bliſs enjoy d, 
That from the ſmile of fickle Fortune flows: 
His nobler ſoul ſublimer themes employ'd, 


Themes that the hero's boſom only knows, 
But 


It 
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But yet to others, bountiful, as great, 


He gave thoſe pleaſures which himſelf could ſcorn; 
Say'd the poor orphan from impending fate, 
And bleſs'd the children which are yet unborn, 


See where the ſilent, the ingenuous tear 

Steals down the weeping merchant's hardy cheek ; 
While from his boſom burſts the ſigh ſincere, 

That tells the ſorrow which he cannot ſpeak ! 


Aſk, why commercial Induſtry reſtrains 

Her buſy hand? great FREDERRIcxꝰs death the cauſe: 
To pay due honours to his laſt remains, 

Trade droops her head, and Pleaſure makes a pauſe, 


1 


Did he not patronize each uſeful art? 
Peculiar glory of his father's reign, 

We ſaw with joy the new erected mart, 
And Plenty riſing from the Britiſh main. 


Alike his care the cottage and the court ; 
To him their love reciprocally ſhown ; 

His ſmile their bliſs, his bounty their ſupport : 
Their hearts the baſis of his future throne. 


But why perſiſts the elegiac Muſe  - 3 
To aggravate the heart-corroding pain? 

Britons will-ne'er this much-lov'd Fxzperick loſe, 
While royal Georce and Brunſwick's line remain. 


o By 
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By R. CUMBERLAND, A. B. of Trinity College, 


* 
F {ther deſcend, thou ſpirit ſublime and pure, 
That fled'ſt e'er while with FxeperICK's parting 1 
Inſtnuct'ſt his firm unſhaken mind t' endure I breath; 
The heart · felt pangs, and chill arreſt of Death. Fr 


Where wings his ſoul, above the prying ſight, 
In the warm confines of eternal day, 

There in auſpicious hour direct your flight, B 
And join him on his heav'n-purſuing way. ' 


Tell him Britannia's cheerleſs ſons lament 
The well-loy'd prince, the full-fraught patriot gone; 
'That heart which on its country's good was bent, 
Shall melt, I ween, to hear her plaintive moan, 


If Heav'n had granted all her vot'ries wou'd, 

And winning Piety had charms to ſave, 
Himſelf, where thouſands fell, unharm'd had ſtood, 
Nor grac'd the fatal triumphs of the grave. 


Were the relenting pow'rs diſpos'd to give 
One ſpark ſerene, one life-inſpiring ray, 
Again we'd bid the mould'ring duſt to live, 

And wake from drouſy ſleep the lumpiſh clay. 


Yet boots not ſad-ey'd Grief, or loud Complaint ; 
Soon as th' unfetter'd flutt'ring ſoul is flown, 
The gates of bliſs encloſe their welcome faint, 


And heav'n hath ſtampt th' approved gueſt her own. 


Say 
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Say then, if the loſt tear implores too late, 
Nor the fond pray'r may cancel Nature's laws; 
Midſt the dark records of eye-ſhunning Fate 
Who ſhall enquire the ſad diſtreſſing cauſe ? 


Let but thy genius breath th' awak'ning theme, 
Smile on the glorious taſk thou hadſt begun, 
From. Cenſure's laſh the works of heav'n redeem, 

And all the father fill th' accompliſh'd ſon. 


By J. CRANWELL, M. A. Fellow of Sidney Coll. 


Sad reverſe of fate 


In ſongs of joy 


Late did the Muſe her ſprightly hours employ 3 0 


Now ſitting penſive in the cypreſs gloom, 
She pours her ſorrows o'er great Fxeverick's tomb. 
At woe like this what ſoul its firmneſs keeps ? | 
What heart but trembles, or what eye but weeps } 
Heav'n ſeem'd of late, by fearful omens ſent, 
To warn Britannia of ſome dire event ; 
O'er all the iſle did threat' ning thunders ſound, 
Unuſual earthquakes rock'd the trembling ground, 
Yet not alarm'd at wonders thus divine, | 
Vain man regardleſs view'd each boding fign : 
Not one his crimes in prudence would forego, 
None fear'd, nor ſeem'd to fear th' impending woe; 
Too heedleſs Albion! had theſe threats ſevere 
Drawn from thy ſons but one repentant tear, 
Perhaps kind heav'n, unwilling to deſtroy, 
Had ſav'd the prince to give the people joy. 

But tho? of late for crimes our iſle has bled, 
And heavier vengeance ſhe may juſtly dread, 

O 2 


—̃ — — 
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Yet oh ! if Albion, once thy fav'rite land, 
Within the reach of boundleſs pity ſtand, 

If mercy o'er thy gracious actions ſhine, 

Here ſtop thy wrath, great judge in heav'n divine. 
Long on his throne let Georce illuſtrious reign, 
Long hold dominion o'er the ſubje& main ; 

Till by his glorious toils all diſcord ceaſe, 


And Britain flouriſh in eternal peace, = << 
And when proud Death ſhall ſummon him away, F108 Bl 
O fix at diftance-that tremendous day ! ) T. 
And diſencumber'd of this earthly load, 
His ſoul triumphant ſeeks thy bleſs d abode : | G 
” Tranſwmitted fair let all his virtues ſhine, . 23 2 6 | "a 
4 for ever in the Brunſwick line. N 
nother Grone let grateful Albion o nn Le 
And when at diſtant years he mounts the throne, A: 
Let the brave conduct of his grandſire ſhew, Er 
In fields of war to cruſh the rival foe ; | | A 
And the dear memory of FreperIck move, H 
With peaceful arts to gain his country's love. T 
And laſt, this youthful hero. to compleat, | 13 
And make the future monarch wiſe and great, G 
His mother's prudence let him place to view, T. 
With rival ſpeed her ſhining ſteps purſue: A 
For ev'ry virtue that can grace a throne, 2-4 
© thrice-renown'd AucusTa, is thy own. Be 
Þ | H 
N 
D 
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By FR. Maskkzs, of Clare Hall. 


112 by her guardian monarch's patriot care, 
Britannia reſted from the toils of war; 
Peace o'er the land her gentle influence ſhed, 
And ſmiling Plenty rais'd her drooping head ; 
Thro' various climes, and to each diſtant pole 
In happy tides again did Commerce roll!“ 
Blithe joy and tranſport fill'd each generous breaſt; 
The Muies triumph'd, and their arts were bleſs'd. 
But oh ! by ſudden fate how fink our joys ! 
Great FxREDERIcx falls——I hear the general voice 
Lament Britannia's loſs, and blame the Fate 
That ſtruck the riſing honour of her ſtate. 
Lovely he ſhone with ſuch attracting grace, 
As ſpoke him form'd to govern human race, 
Engage each heart, make Envy's ſelf admire, 
And guide the freeborn Briton's native fire. 
His country's good he ſought ; his glorious aim 
T' extend her juſt renown, and uſeſul fame: 
T' advance her commerce new deſigns were plan'd, 
Grey by his care, and roſe at his command; 
The generous act the grateful merchant own'd, 
And, juſt to public virtue, Fortune crown'd. 
Ye tow'ring veſlels, pride of Britain's ſhore, 
Bow your gay flags; for FREDERICK is no more: 
s He, by whoſe aid ye hop'd in future days 
To ſtretch to ampler bounds the empire of the ſeas, 
New lands to ſeek, new Indies to explore, 
« And plant in worlds unknown Britannia's pow'r.” 
Ye Muſes ! to whoſe care tis giv'n to ſave 
Diſtinguiſh'd patriots from the common grave, 
O 3 To 
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To crown the virtuous with immortal fame, 
And pay due tribute to the hero's name; 
To Frxeperack's bier, with ſolemn ſteps and ſlow. - 
Approach, and view the cauſe of Britain's woe ; 
In pious grief employ your choiceſt lays, 
And ſing in grateful ſtrains your patron's praiſe : 
For not alone his country's love inſpir'd 
His breaſt ; your arts he knew, he lov'd, admir'd ; 
Your gentle arts, ye Muſes, were his care, 
His ſofter hours did grace, his favour ſhare. 

What need his private virtues to commend ? 
To paint the tender father, huſband, friend? 
How each relation ſhew'd. him good and wiſe, 
For ſocial duties form'd, and ſocial bliſs ? 

With what compaſſion ſwell'd his glowing breait 
At ſight of human woe; how ſhone confeſt | 
The lover of mankind, when want or grief 
Beſought a pitying eye, and claim'd relief; 

Let thoſe he ſuccour'd tell, let thoſe confeſs 
'The-bounteous hand, that aided their diſtreſs : 
"Thouſands at once ſhall grateful voices raiſe, 
And crouds unnumber'd witneſs to his praiſe. 

Such late was FREDerICk ; Cer the ruthleſs pow'r 
Of: cruel Death brought on the fatal hour ; 


Nor can her vot'ries awful Virtue ſave, 

Nor Wiſdom guard her ſons from the rapacious grave. 
Brave Scipio fell in martial honours great ; 

And wife and learned Tully met his fate. 

The world's great Miſtreſs mourn'd with anxious pain 
Her lov'd Marcellus” fall; but mourn'd in vain : 

©1d Tyber grieving heard the general moan, 


And. bade his ſtreams hoarſe- murm ring fell the groan ; 
| And 


Death, that unpitying ſtrikes the good and brave ; ? 
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And Britain now, as mighty Rome before, 


CLE 


Bewails with fruitleſs tears her FxzDerIickx now no more. 


See ! where in all the majeſty of woe, 
While tears of heart-felt grief inceſſant flow, 
Her much-lov'd lord his royal conſort mourns : 
Sorrow and love diſtract her ſoul by turns; 
Fond fancy oft deludes with ſoft alarms, 
And paints her prince returning to her arms: 
But ah ! too ſoon the pleaſing viſion flies, 
Freſh tears again burſt forth, freſh ſorrows riſe. 
Could ought avail great FREDbeRick to retrieve, 
And call the hero from the gloomy grave, 


Thy tears, AvcvusTa, ſure his chains could break, 


From the cold ſleep of Death thy voice awake; 
Thy charms alone the tyrant could aſſuage, 
Bid drop nis ebon lance, and ceaſe to rage. 

But ſince e'en theſe are vain ; forbear to grieve : 
Still in his offspring does thy Fxeperick live; 
Hence may a ray of gleaming comfort flow, 

Chear thy ſad heart, and chace the clouds of woe ; 
Whilſt in their youthful boſoms pleas'd you trace 
Each op'ning virtue, and each blooming, grace. 

O! may thy care improve the generous fire 

That warms their breaſts, and teach them to aſpire 


To be like Fx BD ERNI CR great, and emulate their fire ; 


That when, the hero of ſome future day, 


Yong Georce ſhall riſe, and Albion's ſceptre ſway, 


Some Briton then in triumph may exclaim ; 
*« Our monarch equals his great father's fame, 
©« Like him, deſerves the honours he receives; 


And merit claims the rank, which birth to ſov' — 


hy gives.“ 
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By JeyF, Ek Ixs, of King's College. 


NAY, can the Muſe to artleſs ſtrains impart 

FThe pious anguiſh of a bleeding heart? 
Theſe ſtill are ours: O could they ever flow, 
In all the melting eloquence of woe; 
On Virtue's tomb their ſacred incenſe ſhed, 
Call all his Graces round the princely dead, 
And bear his praiſe on Fancy's ſoaring wing 
To yon bright regions of eternal ſpring ! 

With all that nature, all that art could lend, 
To grace the huſband, and endear the friend, 
With generous zeal the patriot to inſpire, 
With tender love to animate the ſire.; 

Such was the man: — a figh's ſad incenſe bring, 
And ſay in tears what would have been the king. 

But oh ! no more th' ungrateful theme purſue ! 
Long lov'd, ador'd ideas! all adieu 
Angels have call'd him to their bleſt abode ; 


Nor thou, fond bride, could'ſt ſnatch him from his God: 


Ah! what avail'd thy kin inceſſant care! 
Profuſive tears, and impotence of pray'r ! 
Cold is that breaſt which glow'd with fond deſire, 
Once true and faithful to a mutual fire. 
Yet tho' our ſun his genial rays deny, 
Serenely ſet beneath the clouded {ky ; 
Still in his princely progeny ſurvey 
Th' auſpicious dawning of a future day. 
' Riſe, prince, beneath a monarch's foſt'ring hand, 
Crown each fond wiſh, and bleſs th' expecting land: 
| Whether 
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Whether to arms thy. generous ſoul aſpire, _ 
And Goc ſhall lend thee all the hero's fire; 
Or gentle arts with ſofter charms engage, 
And form the Fxeperick of a rifing age. 
Come then, gay Hope, the drooping ſoul ſuſtain, _ 
Rouſe the dull lyre, and ſwell the dying ſtrain ; 
Awake to extaſy the tuneful tongue : 
Death now no more, but Gzoxce demands the ſong !. - 
Georce ſtill ſurvives ; Britannia's power remains, 
Her joys for ever laſt, her monarch reigns. 
The glorious theme ſhall ev'ry thought employ : 
A tear were treaſon to the heart-felt joy. 
How bleſs'd theſe realms, ye ſportive Muſes tell, 
That ſtill can triumph, tho' your Fx RDERICx fell. 


To his Royal Highneſs 
GEORGE PRINCE oF WALES, 
By P. MskREs, cf Clare-Hall. 


R you with pious grief your loſs deplore, 
A tender parent now alas! no more; 

Whilſt all around their doleful voices raiſe, 

And gratefully unite in Frxeperick's praiſe; 

Think not the Muſe looks o'er with heedleſs mind 

The univerſal ſorrows of mankind. 

She, who enraptur'd late did joy to ſing 

The guardian hero and the patriot king, 

In other notes to the diſtracted throng 

Now plaintive tunes her ſympathetic ſong ; 


Mournfi. 
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Mournful to tell to the remoteſt pole, 

How beam'd the native kindneſs of his ſoul ; 
How in each action he was born to pleaſe, 
Whilſt on his brow ſat dignity and eaſe ; 
Whilſt nature in one name had ſtrove to blend 
The prince, the patron, huſband, father, friend. 


With double anguiſh-does the Muſe bemoan, 


Weep him as Britain's glory and her own : | 

For much did he ſoft beauty's charms admire, 
The poet's rapture, and the filver lyre; 
Much did hie joy in tuneful notes to fing, | 
And touch with cunning art the trembling ſtring ; 
Or o'er the plane. in breathing lines to roll, 

And paint each glowing paſſion of the ſoul. 


Yet, O! great youth, fince Fate his life denies, . 


And Frevperick falls fair Virtue's ſacrifice, 
Ceaſe thus in frantic agony to wail; 

For nought the briny tide of forrow can avail. 
What though around his ever-gentle heart 
Each ſoft affection dwelt, devoid of art; 

Yet is not ev'ry ſocial Virtue fled, 

Fled with their patron to the dreary dead ; 
Still, ſtill, may they ſurvive th' untimely blow, 
And lovely in thy royal boſom glow. 

Yet ſtands unſully'd his immortal name, 
Reſplendent on the ſacred rolls of fame ; 
With love of kind benevolence t inſpire, _ 
And kindle in each breaſt a patriot fire. 

But, nor is all delight, all comfort loſt, 
The only honour of- fair Albion's coaſt ; 

Still full of years, of virtue, and renown, 
The antient glory of the Britiſh crown, 


Thy 
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Thy grandſire lives, to ſooth Britannia's care, 
Of courage dauntleſs and of heart ſincere; 
Still lives Avous rA on the lonely plain, 
Darling of heaven and the luckleſs ſwain; 
Fach blooming grace does her ſoft mind adorn, 
Bright as the ſtar that gilds the purple morn. 
So may'ft thou triumph with majeſtic charms, 
In arts accompliſh'd, as renown'd in arms ; 
With awful ſway rule o'er the proſp'rous land, 
And be the firſt in worth, as in command ; 
Before our eyes again thy father place, 
And imitate the glories of thy race ; | 
Like William from each nation force applauſe, 
Protect thy country and defend its laws; 
In Virtue's cauſe now thunder o'er the main, 
The fair enſample of a wond'rous reign ; 
Or now the jar of haughty ſtates afiuage, 
And raiſe the joy of the ſucceeding age. 


By RICHARD BEmPDE JOHNSTONE, of 
| Pembroke Hall. 


W/m friends, fond ſharers of each others woe, 
In melting ſympathy indulge their grief, 
At once their tears in ſtreams more plenteous flow, 
At once they give, at once they feel relief. 


Ceaſe then awhile, Auguſta, ceaſe to mourn, 
(Britannia calls ; ) to grieve not leſs is mine, 


Tis mine with equal tears to grace the urn, 
And friendly join my kindred ſtreams with thine. 


— No 
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4 o more, O heav'n ! no more th' avenging hand 


From this my deareſt, beſt- below d race remove ; 
Vith other plagues afflict a guilty land, - 
And awe with other plagues my ſons to love. 


Should'ſt thou—O far, far off that dreadful day! 
Should'ſt thou, by one ſtill more afflicting ſtroks 
Rob me of him, to whom my Britons pay 
Their willing homage—then whoſe aid invoke ? 


Who then, AvgusTa, guards thy orphan race, 
Who guards, who cheriſhes their tender years, 
Till each mature his generous fire diſplays, 

And from Britannia's eyes ſhall wipe her tears? 


He's gone, who could he's gone, whoſe riſing worth, 


Tho' much obſcur'd by GROROE“s brighter ray, 


Vet ſent the dawn of bleſſing o er the earth, 


And ſhew'd how bright had been meridian day. 


Like him a prince bleſs'd thee, imperial Rome, 
The world's delight, whoſe gentle peaceful ſway 

The golden age with ſpring's eternal bloom 
Reftor'd, and chas'd each iron art away. 


His wealth, from heav'n's all-bounteous hand receiv'd, 


With bounteous hand he pour'd on all mankind; 
He wept the day, when from diſtreſs reliev'd 
No ſweet reflections beam'd upon his mind, 


No courtly pride, no ruthleſs pomp of ſtate 


Waſted the wiſhful eye of ſad diſtreſs ; 


On ready hinges turn'd the willing gate, 


And gave to ev'ry woe its wiſh'd redreſs, 


Such 
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4 such Titus ſuch had FxRDERICE been; in years 
Alike, in ev'ry virtue like, they fell; 
Fach left his mournful country bath d in tears, 
The worth of each the lateſt times ſhall tell. 


By J. SnAxr, B. A. of C. C. C. 


WII doth Britannia, clad in ſable weed, 
Snatch off the peaceful olive from her brow, 
And ſmite her breaſt, and call on F̃EDERICK's name, 
And call on ev'ry plaintive Muſe, to twine 
The yew funereal with the cypreſs wreath ? 
The Muſe, delighted, with her Fxzozz1cx ſoar'd. 
And hail'd his bright arrival to the ſkies, 
And ſaw celeſtial honours on his head, 
Greater than Albion's diadem could give ; 
And now triumphant ſhe ſurveys below, 
How all her Fxeper1ck in his ſon ſurvives, 
The grandſire's majeſty, and father's grace 
And whilſt that grandſire (on whoſe precious life 
Still may Britannia's guardian Genius wait) 
Lives, and of happieſt people reigns the king, 
The Muſe ſhall check her ſorrows, and record 
Her FzepeRiCK's virtues ; that in future days 
The long bright order of ſucceeding kings, 
Deſtin'd by heav'n to bleſs Britannia's iſle 
To lateſt ages, may remember him, 
The great original from whence they ſprung. 
Canſt thou, Britannia, through thy annals trace 
Prince more belov'd, or who more lov'd mankind ? 
Did thou, Auguſta, with more tranſport hail 
Returning Edward from fair Poictier's field 
A P All 


* 
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All crown'd with laurels, than when Fx BD ERIC took 


(Whilſt all thy ſons of commerce ſhouted round) | 2 
The Britiſh charter, bade thy proſp'rous ſails jp 
Outſtrip Batavian, and from Orcades 1 
Bring back the finny treaſures of the deep? P 1 
Did Cæſar's preſence with more pomp adorn | Pu 
The Roman theatre, than FærDERICk's thine ? Ab 
While all his beauteous offspring ſmil'd around, Th 
And while Rome's antient glories roſe to view, a 
The prince and people from the heart- felt ſcene 7 
Caught Liberty's bright flame, and o'er the ſtage: ger 


Hov'ring, the Britiſh Muſe exulting ſaw 
His all that grac'd the patriot and the prince, 
And all that bleſs'd an happy people, their's. 
Was the deep Danube, with expiring hoſts R 
| Choakt up, or deluge of the blood-ſwol'n Rhine, 
# A ſight ſo glorious as majeſtic Thames 


With floating foreſts crown'd, while FxeperIcx came, 
And like the great Anchiſes' ſon, held forth ” 
The ſilver prize, that emulous rous'd the ſtrength Sis 


1 » Of Britiſh mariner, while ev'ry bark 
Outſtretcht its oary wings, and each throng'd ſhore 


4 And each proud veſſel thunder'd FxEDERIcx's name! An 
0 Such triumphs mark d his progreſs o'er the land, Dr: 
His weſtern progreſs ; as he paſt along, In 
In ev'ry landſchape and in ev'ry face In 
Smil'd Liberty, and all the ſons of Art Wi 
From ev'ry port and ev'ry city came, WI 
Crowding around, and with inſatiate eyes Mi 


At ev'ry look gaz d loyalty and love. An 
From the loud Pæans of a nation's praiſe, | 
From ftate's proud pomp, the peaceful Muſe retir'd 
With her lov'd FxeDERICK to Cliefden's ſhades, 


To 
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To the calm pleaſures of his private life ; 

Domeſtic ſcenes ! in which united ſhone, 

'Midſt ſmiles of conjugal endearment ſweet, 

Parental tenderneſs and filial love. | 
Through what new regions ſhall-th' unweary'd Muſs 

Purſue her prince ! Ah now exalted far : 

Above her utmoſt flight.! Then here below 

The Muſe ſhall ſooth her ſorrows with his praiſe ; 

And with the fondneſs of the mother's eye, 

And with the grandfire's love and nation's hopes, 

Seek in the ſon to contemplate the fire, 


By GEo. GRAHAM, B. A. Fell. of King's Coll, 


| J. 
B G me the deep-ton'd ſhell that Pindar ſtrung, 
And the ſweet honey of Anacreon's tongue, 
And all the mighty powers of eloquence, 
That charm away each raviſh'd ſenſe, 
And hold all nature in ſuſpenſe : 
And thou, my Muſe, be faithful to thy thy truſt :- 
Draw Hin the great, the wiſe, the good, and juſt, 
In brighteſt colours, and in ſtrongeſt light, 
In full proportion, and majeſtic height. 
With all his glories ſwell the labour'd line; 
With all his virtues ſoften, and refine : 
Mix in the numbers majeſty and eaſe, . 
And give them ſtrength to ſoar, and grace to Pleaſe 
If yet a Muſe remain 
On this forlorn, deſerted plain— 
But he is dead 


4 The 
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The gracious prince for whom they oft have ſung, 

And all the ſweet harmonious choir is fled ; 

Cold is each finger, and each lyre unſtrung. 
Come Sorrow then, looſe thou the frozen tongue, 
Be thou the muſe and miſtreſs of our ſong : 
Eaſe the ſwol'n heart, and pour out all its pains, 
In a full tide of melancholy ftrains : 

Smooth the rude verſe, and bid the numbers flow 
In ſimple ſtreugth, and energy of woe. 
II. 
Or ſhall we raiſe 
In bold triumphant ſounds of praiſe 
Aloft on Fancy's wings our tow'ring flight 
Above theſe realms of Night, 
With him who, cloth'd in robes of pureſt light, 
Born by celeftial miniſters on high, 
Sails on the boſom of th' empyreal ſky ? 
Open, ye everlaſting gates, receive 
The brighteſt ſpirit earth can give. 
Lead him, angels, to his throne, 
Place on his head th' immortal crown, 
Bright and pure as his renown, 

Bought by tranſcendent worth, and virtues all his own 
Now like a God he fits in awful ſtate, 
Mighty triumphant lord o'er Death and Fate: 
All nature op'ning on his raviſh'd ſenſe, 

Now fathoms he the depths of Providence; 
Now ſcans the wonders of his bleſt abode 
He now explores 
Wy unfathomable myſtery of God, 
And boldly ſoars 
With piercing and undaunted fight, 
Full in the blaze of UNcREATED LIGHT ; 


Kens 
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Kens like an atom his once royal ſeat, 
Smiles at the toils and labours of our great, 
And worlds and ſyſtems roll beneath his feet, 
| Silence then that lying knell; 
1 Sound all your lofty inſtruments, and ſwell 
The ſoul to joyful rapturous extaſy : 
Who liv'd ſo great and good, ſhall never die. 
| III. 
Ah me! I fondly dream. Return, return, 
Miſtaken, hapleſs Muſe, return: 
Damp the bold impetuous fire: 
Touch the melting, ſoothing lyre: 
In ſtrains of woe, 
Sad and ſlow, 
For ever ſhalt thou flow ; 
While I have memory, for ever mourn 
The beſt of princes, and of men, 
Loſt, loſt, for ever loſt; 
Loſt to his people, and th' afflicted ſtate 
Sunk in his fall, and wounded in his fate. 
Never, O never ſhall we ſee him more, | 
Great in the mild benevolence of pow'r : 
No more behold the fond paternal ſmile 
Gild all our hearts, and chear th' adorning iſle, 
When as he laid all royalty aſide. —— 
All but the-love to bleſs, the power to guide, - 
Fall'n is the lovelieſt cedar of the wood, 
Torn, blaſted, ravag d 
Sunk into ruin is the nobleſt worth, 
E'er it had ripen'd into perfect birth: 
To life th' exulting eager ſoul is fled, 
But oh! the monarch is for ever dead. 
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In that ſad night, that melancholy hour, 
Where ſlept Britannia's guardian pow'r ? 

Where was the noble patron of our ſtate ? 
Where was the mighty angel's hand 

That oft had deign'd to ſheild our tott'ring land 

From fell deſtruction and avenging fate: 

But Britain's ev'ry foe in dread array | 


Ruſh'd thro' the gloomy night: Death led the way: 


Awhile he ſtood, and view'd his royal prey : 
Then hurl'd the dart that knows not hoy to err, 
Strong as the arrows of the thunderer. 

Britannia to her deepeſt centre ſhook, 

And Europe trembled with the fatal ſtroke. 

'The mighty. prince beheld, not undiſmay'd, 
The grizzly fiend in terrors all array d: 

Horror, deſpair, and grief without controul 
Rack'd his great heart, and tore his lab'ring ſoul, 
Nor think the ſorrows of the royal fair, 

Beneath the hero's or the patriot's care: 


Long the departing, ling'ring ſpirit hung, 


Gleam'd in his eyes, and faulter'd on his tongue : 
Then fondly gazing, ſighing, 
Sick'ning, fainting, dying, 
He lean'd his head upon her faithful breaſt, 
And breath'd his ſoul to everlaſting reſt. 


. 


But thou, 
Whom heav*ns ſupreme decree 
Calls to the mighty toil of royalty, 
For weightieſt crowns prepare thy youthful brow. 


Tis 
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"Tis thine to hold the reſtleſs world in awe | 
To curb proud vice, and give ambition any 
In one harmonious golden chain to bind 
The jarring ſouls, and paſſions of mankind, . 
Juſtice to thee commits her ſacred cauſe : 
To ſpread abroad her great, eternal laws; 
To execute her dread, unerring word ; 
To poiſe her balance, and to wield her ſword, 
And Mercy too ſhall fit beſide thy throne : 
She claims the monarch's heart as all her own. 
Fair Peace is thine ; nor muſt thou ſometimes ſpare 
'To rouſe the rage of wide-deſtroying War, 
But guide her thunder's blind impetuous courſe, 
And teach her lightning where to ſpend its force, 
Ariſe, bright ſun, like him who rules the day. 
His infant glory dawns with mildeſt ray, 
Invites the eye, and arm'd in flaming gold 
Attracts the homage of the eaſtern world. 
Onward he bears his proud impetuous way, 
With ftrength reſiſtleſs, and unrival'd ſway ; 
And crown'd with all- ſurpaſſing majeſty, 
Burns in the height of the meridian ſky : 
Thence darts his ſhafts, and whelms the fainting fight 
Beneath a flood of over-pow'ring light. 
Then all majeſtic drives his chariot down 
In royal ſplendor to his weſtern throne ; 
Contracts his reins, and checks his ſwift career, 
Spreads wide his glory, and expands his ſphere : 
Earth faints no more beneath his ſcorching rays, 
But joyous Nature all her charms diſplays : 
Old Ocean ſmiles throughout his wide domain, 
Calms 
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| Calms his rough waves, and ſmooths his azure main, 
i Proud to receive him flaming from th' ethereal plain. 
5 VI. 
; Hail mioaTY chiEr but need my humble lays 
Tell whom they meant to praiſe 
At awful diſtance, in a trembling ſtrain 
Trembling to name thee leſt it ſhould profane ? 
"Tis thus we ſee thee ſet——we ſee, we feel 
Thy balmy influence all our ſorrows heal, 
Diſpel our fears, and vital heat impart, 
| To animate cach. cold deſponding heart. 
Great as wken once thy Genius, clad in arms, 
Shook Gallia's guilty plains with ftern alarms ; ; 
4 Advanc'd thy ſtandard with triumphant pow'r; 
et looſe thy fury, bade thy lions roar, 
And blind Ambition vex'd our world no more. | 
Long may we ſee thoſe nobler views engage ( 
Thy life's calm evening, and declining age: 
Remember long, but ne'er with ſorrow tell 
How great our FxEDERICx liv'd, how ſoon he fell, 


W 


CAMBRIDGE VERSES. 157 


By JAMES CHARLES Hircncock, B. A. 
of Pembroke Hall. 


WI civic wreaths his temples bound, 
With every victor laurel crown'd, 
For Gaul controll'd, for Europe's peace inſur'd, 
For every bliſs to Britain's iſle ſecur'd, 
We thought, when Fate ſhould late decree 
Heaven to thy fire and earth to thee, 
With equal hand the globe thou would'ſt ſuſtain, 
And bleſs us with another patriot reign : 
But thee high heav'ns beheſts require, 
FaepeRICK, amid the ſtarry choir, 
Where rob'd in light you look ſuperior down 
On all the glories of the Britiſh crown. 
Freed from the frailties of mankind, 
Each dearer weakneſs of the mind, 
He dwells enraptur'd in the bleſs'd abode, 
And all is extaſy, and all is God. 
Vet if to patriot ſouls tis given 
To know the high intent of heaven, 
To view, ordain'd by God's eternal doom, 
The riſe and fall of empires yet to come: 
Not undelighted he may ſee 
Albion enjoy his progeny, 
With calm complacency of ſpirit trace 
Himſelf reflected in his royal race. 
To virtue, fortitude, and truth 
He early fram'd their ductile youth; 
To worth he fir'd them with the Roman name, 
And bade them deep imbibe the godlike flame. 


Nor 
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Nor bade alone, but, greatly wiſe, 

He plac'd the pattern in their eyes; 

He pointed out the exemplary draught, 

And nobly liv'd the hero which he taught. 

Not that 'twas his the ſword to wield, 

And float with gore th' embattel'd field; 
Not that twas his the victor's crown to gain, 
And build a guilty throne on myriads ſlain : 

No—his each milder peaceful art, 

That wins the head, and warms heart; 
Twas his with beaming candor to adorn, 

And dart the ray, to ages yet unborn. 

His eye auſpicious did infuſe 

Strong inſpiration on the Muſe ; 

She ſwell'd her voice divine to accents higher, 
And ſmote with ten- fold force the ſounding lyre. 
| Sculpture, with energy refin'd, 

That hews rough matter-into mind, 
Warn'd with the influence of his ſmile ſerene, . 
Ailum'd a loſtier air, a nobler mien. 

To every part of life attend 

The fire, the huſband, and the friend; 
With equal grace in every varied light, 
The finiſh'd picture. charms the raviſh'd ſight. 

This truth thy piteous orphan train 

In anguiſh-breathing ſobs explain, 
This truth thy widow'd fair one's ſorrows ſhow, 
And this thy well-tov'd Britain's general woe. 


Yes, Freverics, bards may hang the hearſe, -. 


When Grandeur claims the cuſtom'd verſe, 
Mean intereſt may excite the ſelfiſh tear, 
But a whole people's ſorrows are ſincere. . 
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By R. Loxs, D. D. Maſter of Pembroke Hall, | 
AND 


Lownpes's Profeſſor of Aſtronomy and Geometry. 


— 


ES, I will weep ſor thy untimely fate, f 
O much-lov'd prince ! that part I can perform, | | 
To take my portion of the general grief; 
Although by ſeventy winters freezing blaſts | 
All chill'd my blood, and damp'd poetic fire. 
At ſuch a loſs tears no reſtraint can bear; 
Tears are the only tribute we can now | 
Thy honour'd-memory pay: there was a time 
When fair Britannia could erect her head, | 
And view her preſent happineſs compleat | 
By pleaſing proſpects into future years; | 
When by a.Trajan or a Titus mild, | 
In thee, her regal ſcepter ſhould be ſway'd: 
How lies ſhe now ! low proſtrate in the duſt, | 
And in ſad plaints her wretched fate deplores ! 
O unexpected ſtroke! O blaſted hopes | 
Of promis'd joys to bleſs the coming age, | 
When the kind huſband, when th' indulgent father, 
Patron of arts, guardian of liberty, 
The friend of human race ſhould rule my ſons ! | 
Who now ſhall comfort ſpeak ? who dry my tears, | 


When GEoRKGE is gathered to his kindred heroes, 
The 
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The Edwards and the Henrys, England's boaſt, 
And I forlorn my widow'd ſtate bemoan ? 

O far, far diſtant may th' Eternal fix 

The fatal hour: but {till it muſt be ſo, 

Fleſh 'tis thy lot, all haſten to the grave, 

The poor, the rich, the ſimple, and the wiſe, 

The fearful and the brave, the good, the great; 
Georce too muſt yield, and tread the gloomy way: 
Nor boots it often o'er th' enſanguin'd field 

Fearleſs t' have rang'd, and brav'd the king of terror: 
Nor boots it in his ſubjects hearts to reign, 

Nor with heroic fortitude to bear 

Domeſtic loſſes, anxious for the welfare 

Of late poſterity, and, - to ſooth the grief 

Of his lov'd Britons, to forget his own: 

The univerſal monarch, ſoon or late, 

To his dark palace does alike compel! 

The lawleſs tyrant and the PATRIOT KinG, 

Thus wail'd Britannia; all the reſt was ſighs. 
When from on high a whiſper reach'd mine ear; 
But not alike their portion after death : 

The mem'ry of the one, in fragrance ſweet, 

Is had in honour ; flouriſhes his fame, 

Nor needs the mimic buſt to make it live : 

The other, though in life a conqu'rer ftil'a, 

His country's father, as a God ador'd, 

1 Shall by a juſter title then be known, 

& The ſcourge and the deſtroyer of mankind. 

4 O for a warning voice, that might aloud 
| Thro' the wide circle of the earth proclaim 

In ev'ry royal ear, (where flatt'ry oft 
Delicious poyſon ſheds) the heav'n-born heſt 
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Of th' eaſtern ſage : © Be wiſe then, O ye kings, 

10 B' inſtructed, ye that rule and judge the earth, 

«« The higher than the higheſt ſerve with fear, 

« And, him before, with reverence rejoice : 

« Tf his wrath kindle, thoſe alone are bleſt, 


« Who place in him their truſt and confidence. 


Be that thy pious taſk, fair royal mourner, 
To teach this leſſon to the pledges dear 
Of Fxevericx's love: becomes them all ſuch lore; 
But chiefly him, who Britain's crown ſhall wear, 
Great as he is, t' acknowlege one ſtill greater. 
Who walks by heav'nly light or ſhall not fall, 
Or ſtronger riſe to tread in virtue's path. 
Great Georce's pattern next before him place, 
Teach him from him to cultivate in peace 
The arts of mild and gracious government: 
From him a firm adherence to his word : 
From him to watch o'er Europe's liberty : 
From him, whene'er invading pow'rs aſſail, 
To lead th' embattel'd ſquadrons to the field, 
And bravely tempt the dangers of the war. 
Thus ſhall the princely youth, form'd by thy hand, 
Grow to be what thy FazperIick would have been. p 
But oh ! what potent med'cine can be found 
To eaſe thine heart, when that lov'd name is heard, 
Bleeding afreſh at the ſad dear remembrance ? 
Will the rich robe ſparkling with gems and gold, 
The lofty dome, where laviſh Art diſplays 
His {ill to raiſe our wonder, give delight? 
Will ſculptur'd marble or the ſpeaking canvas. 
Attract thine eye? will the melodious chime 
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Of harp or viol charm thy liſt'ning ear? 

Will comic ſcenes divert, where Folly oft 

Laughs at itſelf under another's name ? 

Or will the buſkin'd hero's feign'd diſtreſs 

Cauſe thee thy real ſorrows not to feel ? 

Or canſt thou taſte the pleaſures, Nature's bounty 

Scatters around for all her ſons t' enjoy ? 

The cloſe-ſhorn green, the ſweets- exhaling flow'r, 

The fun-gilt hill cover'd with fleecy troops, 

The verdant mead, the lowing herd's repaſt, 

The wood's imbrowning ſhade, retirement ſweet, 

The chryſtal ſtream that winding glides along, 

And murmurs, loth to leave the beauteous ſcene : 

Or the more ſolemn proſpe& when the ſun, 

Down from our heav'n to diſtant realms declin'd, 

Bids the pale moon light up her borrow'd lamp : 

Cheer'd by a milder ray Night's ſober majeſty 

Serenely ſmiles, nor envies Day his blaze, 

Her throne ſurrounded with ten thouſand ſtars. 
All theſe, alas ! to thee no joy can give, 

Thy FxRDERICk gone: he Art and Nature taught 

To wear their choiceſt beauties ; him without 

The earth to thee a lonely priſon ſeems. | 
But be thy ſpirits compos'd in cheering hope ; 

There is a cure, though not of earthly birth; 

A tree there grows, faſt by the throne of God, 

Rich in ambroſial fruit and od'rous balm : 


The fruit who taſtes, nor death nor grief can fear; 


That boon to none is giv'n of mortal race 
Sojourning in this darkſome vale of tears, 
Reſerv'd to bleſs us in the realms of light: 


Yet 
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poet oft, by pray'r brought down, the healing juice 
Into the ſorrow-wounded heart is pour'd, 

Patience inſpires, and reſignation meek 

To the diſpoſal of th' all-gracious Lord, 

Who all things governs by th' unerring rules 

Of wiſdom infinite, and perfe& goodneſs. 

Be this thy comfort: ſo ſhalt thou poſſeſs 

An heav'n within thee, plac'd above the reach 

Of all the ſtorms that vex this wretched life, 


\ In the Preſs, 


Northern Memoirs, calculated for the Meridian 
of Scotland ; wherein all of the Cities, Citadels, Sea- 
Ports, Caſtles, Forts, Fortreſſes, Rivers and Rivulets 
are compendiouſly deſcribed, : 


